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Number 65 


Well, I passed my karate test. Re-reading my last APA-Tech 
contribution, I am abashed to realize that I gave the wrong rank. 
Yodan is fourth degree black belt. I now hold a Godan, or fifth 
degree. Be nice to me. | 

The first part of my article on the Forerunner aircraft is in 
the latest issue of Pyrotechnics. I am working on part two. 

Most of my fiction efforts lately have been devoted to 
completing the furry story I mentioned last time. Yes, I have 
actually joined the ranks of anthropomorphic writers, though not 
wholeheartedly. This was one of those tales (no pun intended) 
which demand to be written. I already have a fanzine editor 
willing to publish it, and an artist willing to do the art. 

I have recently been transferred to a new job, much to my 
relief. My previous supervisor is a nice guy, but incompetent. 
The branch manager over him is a jerk, one of those micromanagers 
who requires detailed descriptions of an illness before approving 
sick leave. I am still in the same division, but under a 7 
different supervisor and branch manager. Ironically, because 
there is a shortage of desk space, I am still in the same 
location, adjacent to my previous supervisor’s office. 

It is a good thing, by the way, that this does not count as 
an actual change of position. I would receive an automatic salary 
increment for such, but would also be placed on probation for six 
months. Since the legislature is trying to blame the government 
employees for the fact that there is a sizeable budget deficit, 
there is a hiring freeze on and talk of, among other things, 
firing anyone on probation. The deficit was caused, by the way, 
when the legislators ignored the advice of their accountants and 
passed a budget which treated some income windfalls as if they 
were going to be there every year. 

We recently passed a major milestone in my Gifted Saga role 
playing game. After resolving a long-brewing conflict, the Gifted 
have been told by wizards from other dimensions that there is too 
much magic on their world and it is causing problems for their 
neighbors. Half of them will have to leave. This little plot 
twist was inspired by a friend’s comments that my proposed future 
history of the Gifted Earth worked very well as background for 
James H. Schmitz’ "Witches of Karres." This was the last stop 
before a 1300 year advance in the timeline. 

I thought I was weird, but the three teenagers in the gaming 
group have set up an extremely bizarre family arrangement for the 
future campaign. Between the two women and one man they have 
produced five offspring. One woman is a shapeshifter, and she has 
borne one of the children, and fathered another! (A girl, since 


she can’t change her genes easily.) 

I am still teaching self defense to my small group. At least 
two of them have decided that they want to try for a rank this 
summer, when my instructor has the next round of tests. The 
others are going along with this, even though they probably won’t 
test. Meantime, we are all having fun in the classes; them 
learning and me teaching. | 

I have another story which should be making an appearance in 
the Centaurs Gatherum soon. I sent the story to the editor, and 
he replied that he liked it. In the letter accompanying the 
story, I told the editor about Mercedes Lackey being the guest of 
honor at Rivercon next year, and he replied that I wrote better 
than her. I’m going to write back "Whether I am a better writer 
than Mercedes Lackey is a matter of opinion. That she is 
published professionally and I am not is a matter of fact." 

Lately, my tinnitus has been bothering me for the first time 
in years. It finally occurred to me that I was also listening to 
a lot of music through headphones for the first time in years. I 
stopped, and the tinnitus stopped. The main problem is that my CD 
player has a phone jack, but no volume control. Anybody know of a 
good quality brand of headphones with a built in volume knob? 

So far, the best deal I can find on flying to Orlando and 
back for Magicon is over $300. If I can’t get a flight for under 
$200, I’1l drive. As an added misfortune, two of my roommates 
have experienced financial reversals and dropped out, leaving 
just me and one other person. She has reserved a room at a 
cheaper hotel, just in case. If we can’t pick up a couple more 
folks to share our room at the convention hotel, I’11 cancel my 
reservation and share with her. If we can find a couple of 
partners, she will cancel her reservation. Clever, what? Her 
idea, by the way. 


Mailing Comments 


Joachim Schurmann: Yeah, I use my share of acronyms at work. 
Dealing with traffic as I do, I employ such terms as "ADT" 
(Average Daily Traffic), "VMT" (Vehicle Miles of Travel) and 
"DDHV" (Directional Design Hour Traffic). You can see how the 
abbreviations are useful in streamlining speech and memos, since 
the terms they substitute for are long and unwieldy. We also use 
the term "SOB" (State Office Building), which the people who work 
there don’t like. (-: * The DDHV has been used for decadeS aS way 
of showing the peak traffic in a day, which is what you want for 
designing turning lanes at intersections. Now, one contractor has 
declared that they don’t understand what this term is or what the 
numbers stand for. Instead of telling these people to learn the 
terminology of the business, the folks in charge have told us to 
stop using DDHV, because it is "too confusing." Instead, we are 
to use separate AM and PM peaks, which is literally twice the 
work. And now contractors are calling us and asking why the two 
sets of peak figures show more traffic flowing one way in the 
morning and the other way in the afternoon! I’m very glad to be 
out of that part of the job. * It is a truism that the higher up 
in state hierarchy from which a request for information comes, 


the less formal it is. Contractors and citizens asking for 
traffic counts or truck percentages must submit written requests 
by letter. Other peons in state government must use official 
memos. The Transportation Secretary just has someone place a 
phone call to our director. Yeesh. Then they complain that we 
didn’t give them what they asked for. The reason we want written 
requests is so there are fewer chances for mistakes, and So we 
can provide evidence when the requestor complains that we didn’t 
supply what was asked for. * 


Crumbcrunchers: Would you folks be interested in attending 
Rubicon? This is a relaxacon held in Lexington, Kentucky every 
year in late January or early February. It is very small; we've 
never had more than sixty members. However, it is a lot of fun. 
It is hela at the Marriott Griffin Gate, which has a jacuzzi big 
enough to swim in, and the hotel keeps the pool area open until 
midnight for the convention. I run the video roon. (Which 
consists of my VCR set up in one of the two function rooms.) I 
also bring some of my Fablious Toll House cookies. By the time 
you read this it will be too late for this year, but if you are 
interested I will have your name put on the flier list for 1993. 
* How old is Dora now? My youngest niece (who turned 2 in 
December) has reached the point where she can produce words and 
short phrases recognizable to non-family members. Beth, by the 
way, is a prime example of the law that kids are just as cute as 
they need to be to keep their parents from killing then. (-: * 
You think finding possums in your garbage is bad, think about 
finding them in your basement! I killed 8 last year, two within 
an hour of each other. Now, during warm weather, I block the cat 
door at nights. Strangely, though I have chased several out, 
occasionally resorting to whacking their behinds with a stick, I 
have never seen one "play possum." * 


Last Second: People keep telling me that I need to get a _ 
modem. Comments such as yours keep telling me that I shouldn’t. 
That’s all I need, another time consuming hobby. * 


Marking Time: I hope you won’t take this the wrong way, but 
your name reminds me of one of my favorite comic book characters, 
Herbie Popnecker. My guess is that his last name was inspired by 
one like yours. Anyhow, welcome to APA-Tech. * Will you be at 
Marcon? I am going for the first time in about four years, and 
hope to see a lot of old friends there. * That’s interesting work 
you do, and some equally interesting background. The routine Jeff 
uses reminds me of the transcribing piano that [I believe] Irving 
Berlin (the author of "God Bless America" and lots of other 
goodies) used. He couldn’t write music, so he would create a song 
and then play it on this special piano. * I have fairly good 
ears, and could probably develop absolute pitch if I worked at 
it. Unfortunately, I am also very sensitive to high frequencies, 
and am sometimes driven to distraction by computer monitors and 
noisy disc drives. * As part of my SF universe, I created the 
P‘thaliani, whose vocal chords are plucked instead of blown. A 
group of P’thaliani in an argument sounds like a steel drum band 


in a hailstorm. (-: 
Reviews 


Rocketmen: I recently traded for several tapes, on which are 
included three of the old Rocketman serials. I had seen some of 
these on TV back in the early sixties, and remembered them with 
fondness. The first is "King of the Rocketmen," which is very 
much like an old pulp SF-adventure story. In my opinion, this is 
the best of those I have seen. Next in the group I now have is 
"Radar Men of the Moon," the first of the Commando Cody series. 
The last is "Zombies of the Stratosphere," which has the added 
attraction of Leonard Nimoy as a Martian. Contrary to common 
myth, he did not have pointed ears and green makeup in this role. 
The Martians all wore hoods, so you couldn’t see their ears, and 
the serial in black and white, so green makeup would have been 
superfluous. | 


Most of my book reading lately has been the "Arrows" trilogy 
by Mercedes Lackey. I had been warned that these were not as good 
as her "Last Herald Mage" books, and they aren’t. In the first, 
"Arrow of the Queen," you can actually see how she learns as she 
goes along, and the next two also show steady improvement. Still, 
they are a good read, especially if you are less interested in 
polished style than in good storytelling. 


In addition to Rubicon, described above, I will be at Concave 
at the end of February; Marcon in May; Rivercon in July; and 
Magicon in September. Hope to see some of you at some point in my 
journeys. I plan on bringing cookies to all events. (-: 


The latest issue of "Air and Space" has an interesting 
sidebar accompanying one article. In the summer of 1957, several 
months before Sputnik, the US accidentally launched a man-made 
object on an escape trajectory. The item in question was the 
four-inch-thick steel cover over the opening to an underground 
nuclear test. Dr. Robert Brownlee, who was in charge of the 
project, knew the lid would be blown off, but after viewing the 
film taken by high-speed cameras of the cover’s flight and making 
some calculations, he was astounded to come up with an initial 
velocity of six times that needed to escape the Earth’s gravity! 
I wonder if this is what inspired Freeman Dyson to develop the 
Orion concept? 


Dr. Gonzo’s .... 


Valli Hoski 


to ApaTech, February 1992, 


from the one whose books sit and 


wait at 852 Henrietta, Birmingham MI 48009 


and whose telephone answers in the ether at (313) 645-5868. 


In all honesty, this should be a frank. But 
the news is fit to print, and the print will fit. 


So take this in goodwill, know what’s 
new with me and the unique life I share with 
Joa. For the record, this first appears in the 
Terrean, February 15, 1992. 


The Origin of the Great Silence 


The great Silence that has been heard 
from me in the past few months was a long 
time coming and hopefully, 
is a short time going. The 
major reasons for my 
lacktivity in most of 

everything are: 
i 1) A deep melancholy 
- that persisted all summer 
» and fall, leading to extreme 
lethargy, sadness, 
exhaustion and intolerable 
anxiety this fall. 

2) A real discrepancy in my 
professional position, conflicts between my 
interests, expectations, successess, and 
aspirations, my department's plan, direction, 
expectations and strategies, and the local 
office's key players’ perceptions, philosophy 
and expectations. 


C 


3) A need to slow down the changes in 
my life and surroundings and just sit and 
look around. From 1987 on, I have lived or 
worked in Chicago Illinois, San Juan Puerto 
Rico, Milan Italy, Reggio Emilia Italy, 
Birmingham Michigan and Indianapolis 
Indiana. I have gotten plain and simply 
_ exhausted from change and the inconsistency 
of life, locale, time and space. 


I. The Need for Stepping Discs 


It might seen inconsistent. I just wrote 
above about excessive change in my life. Yet 


Drivin’ 


and my mind all 


here I go and make another one. But so far, 
it seems better than expected and definitely 
the right road to have taken. Simply put, I 
am now a manager with the firm of Ernst & 
Young, for the National Office in Cleveland, 
Ohio. My area of responsibility is still 
management consulting in professional and 
organizational development for both firm and 
client projects. My niche specialty is 
consulting for technology-based training 
systems and technology assimilation projects. 
Are those enough buzz words? 

This is why you will find me on a client 
project in Indianapolis these days. It is a 
major systems project, 
involving 80+ team 


with my eyes members with a 1000+ 
user community. The 
wide open project development 


approach and work is 
similar in feel and flavor to 
what I've done for the past 
8 years. New faces, new 
terminology, new 
protocols, but overall not a great culture 
shock. So far. 

This is a change of city, people, habits. 
Yet, it is a controlled change. You could 
think of it as a sheltered change. I am 
provided with an apartment, car, other 
amenities of the consultant's out-of-town 
environment. My life and day is actually 
straightforward and structured. I know my 
responsibilities and assignments at work. I 
know my apartment will be taken care of. I 
know the structure and limits of my world. I 
am even getting to know local ham radio 
activities, a local professional association and 
might come to know some fans. 

Indy itself isn't that strange (yet). 
Having gone to grad school at Purdue and 
Indiana University, I am reasonably familiar 
with Indy and even with Hoosiers. This state 
is weird, especially to a white, college- 
educated, liberal, kinda feminist woman like 
me. The northern part is agro-conservative, 


losed. 
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flat acres of corn, soybeans and flat-headed 
mentalities. The southern part friendlier, 
hillier, prettier, musical in spirit and heart and 
more cultured. (Can you tell that I disliked 
Purdue and loved Indiana U.?) Indy itself 
has gotten a lot more sophisticated and grown 
since 14 years ago. Downtown has life of its 
own, with restaurants, bars, boutique stores 
and bustling business headquarters. It still is 
surrounded by the core poor, but isn't 
devastated like Detroit. So, living down here 
just might be better than beating the 
snowstorms and ice on the Detroit freeways. 
Why the stepping discs? That's back to 
Larry Niven again. Joa, my husband, is still 
on his project in St. Louis, which is a great 
city by the way. Still has spirit and spunk, 
ethnic neighborhoods, real midwestern 
people, Ted Drewes frozen custard (a true 
gife from the ghods) and a wonderfully 
reassuring solid, comfortable and real feeling 
of a people that are real and doing ok. So 
between St. Louis, Indy and Detroit, where 
will we be together on the weekends? Right 
now, St. Louis or Indy has my vote, but 
I am also very burned out on the conflicts that 
haunted me in Detroit. Southwest Airlines is 
the closest thing we have to stepping stones, 
but hey, their fares are almost free. 


II. Unexpect the Expected 


My great holiday adventure already 
proven that you aren't always where you 
think you are. Although IJ had planned to be 
traditionally in Detroit with my family for 
Christmas and Joa would be in Italy with his 
family, this formula did not predict reality. 

This year we simply decided to be 
together, enough said. This meant I would 
go to Europe too, since his ticket was not 
refundable. If you know us, you know that 
individually and jointly we are rather strong- 
willed, competent and bright people. So of 
course we were able to find a travel agent 
who booked me a bargain fare and issued the 
ticket just 3 days before departure. No real 
magic involved, just persistence and a lot of 
time on the phone with travel agents. The 
key is to ask for ticket consolidator service 
through which unbooked or unsold tickets in 
charter trips, booked trips, group trips, etc. 
are made available through an agent at a 
decent fare. You also need to be flexible as 


to exact departure/return dates and 
destination. For example, I wanted to leave 
12/18-12/23 and return 12/30-1/4 and simply 
wanted to arrive at a major European city on 
the continent. I could then get myself by 
train or car to Milan. What transpired was a 
round-trip ticket to Frankfort, 12/20- 
12/30/91. Joa and I then planned to drive 
from Frankfort to Milan and visit some of his 
friends along the way. However, I could 
also just have taken the train to Milan from 
the Frankfort airport, given that the airport 
has a train station beneath it. 

The nonchalance with which I just 
described the international travel puzzle above 
is a little strange. That is what happens when 
you think of the world as a lot of 
cities and neighborhoods connected 
by trains and airplanes. It just isn't that 
difficult to be a world citizen these days. 

Alright so maybe not everyone can/wants 
to go transatlantic, transpacific, trans- 
anything. But go to Canada, by plane, by 
train, by car, by foot. Get there, walk 
around, look at the cities, look at the people, 
look at the stores, the food, the books. 
You'll find more in common than you'd ever 
believe. Your neighborhood and that 
Canadian place you're in will never seem so 
far apart again. Go to Mexico (watch your 
wallet and the water). Look at dessert 
(sand)there, look at dessert (sand) here. 
Look at what they get by with there, look at 
life in small towns in the south here. Here 
and there won't seem so far apart again. Go 
to Puerto Rico, you don't even need to 
"leave the U.S." You won't need a passport 
but you might as well be in a foreign country. 
You are visiting South American and the 
Mediterranean countries without needing to 
exchange your money. You are still "inside" 
the U.S. but you are outside your home town 
and your home-grown assumptions. Yet that 
mailman picking up your palm-tree postcards 
is the same kind of guy who will drop it in 
your mother's mail box. Your home 
country will mever seem_ so 
homogenous or so "network 
standard" again. Still, here and there 
really is not far apart. 

We are global citizens not because of 
international treaties, economic blocks of 
nations, language or culture. We are people 
with hopes, fears, interesting stories to tell, 
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places to see, foods to eat. We are each 
unique, yet we are uniquely in 
common looking at each other face to 
face. Television brings the world home 
around the world, thanks to Ted Turner, 
CNN and others. Shortwave radio brings us 
information everywhere, thanks to the BBC 
and its powerhouse broadcasting World 
Service and others. We bring each other face 
to face through travel, TAFF, DUFF, Peace 
Corps, and a million and one gaping tourists 
each year. Go on, get out there to another 
town, talk to some other people. 


Ill. Get Your Kicks on Route 66 


St. Louis is a real Route 66 town. Life 
hops there on the Great Mother Road. If 
you're midwest American, you'll feel right at 
home. Even if you're not, you'll have a 
good time. 

You've been reading my praises of St. 
Louis. Well, here are a few amusing 
vignettes from a weekend spent in the St. 
Louis time zone, where all calendars say 
1967 but you still have the good bits of the 
1990s. Most of them found along Route 66. 


The Incredible Shrinking Dinosaur 


~ Anyone remember Dino, the green 
~ dinosaur that was the mascot and logo of the 
Sinclair gas stations? Good news, Dino 
fans, he is living in St. Louis. Joa and I 
found him at a Sinclair gas station in the 
Chippewa and Gravois area. Sure enough, 
the little guy was still available to take home 
with you too. Dino is an inflatable dinosaur 
who stands about 2 feet tall and 2 1/2 feel 
long. He is a little plasticky but hey, he is 
made of the fossil fuels of his ancestors. His 
grin is as cheerful now as it was when I got 
my first Dino at age 4 (+/- 2 years). 

I loved him then and gleefully recounted 
tales to Joa of one of my most favorite toys. 
One fateful weekend recently, Joa and I 
drove into the Sinclair station to gas up on 
our way to the Ozarks. Lo and behold, there 
is Dino grinning at us through the station's 
window. Joa and I had not found a gas 
station, we had found a shrine to the 60s. 
We got a bounty of neat stuff, all worthy of 
the Route 66 fame, including glasses with the 
Sinclair logo, a neat dinosaur sun shade for 
the car, and my pride and joy, a new 


inflatable Dino. He stayed with Joa in St. 
Louis to keep him company while I'm away. 

Dino is also a very responsive dinosaur. 
We surprisingly discovered his talents at 
"miracle dieting". We took him along on the 
rest of the drive to the Ozarks in a warm Car, 
where he bounced along in the back seat in 
his plump, smiling, good-natured way. 
When we took him out of the car, he went 
on a crash diet in the Missouri cold evening, 
and lost his plumpness, indeed became rather 
withdrawn and scrawny looking. Once in the 
warm and toasty motel, he evidently likes the 
heat just like I do, and promptly became his 
pudgy, smiling self again. How many 
dinosaurs do you know that can do this 
incredible shrinking trick? 


Miss Sherry's Horseradish 


St. Louis has cafeterias like other cities 
have Italian beef joints, tacorias, coney 
islands and delicatessans. Miss Sherry's 
cafeteria on Route 66 feeds you well, your 
mother would approve. In fact, you might 
find your mother there. Ample steam table 
fare, decent to cheap prices, lots of friendly 
faces and you're a lot better off here than at 
McDonald's. These eaters aren't the fast 
food crowd, the sushi sophisticates or the 
nouvelle cuisine cadets. This is an older 
crowd, who might like the food for what it is 
(plain, simple and a bargain), for what the 
place is (a get together place with familiar 
faces), for what it reminds them of 
(comfortable, more believable and reliable 
times). Or they just have plain common 
sense and eat at Miss Sherry's because it's 
the wise, healthy and honest thing to do. 

The corned beef and cabbage is great, but 
needed the horseradish to liven life up a bit. 
It's honest horseradish allright, no mambe- 
pambe cream sauce. Clears your nose, your 
eyes, your sinuses, makes you breathe real 
open and uncongested. If I was so foolish as 
to use too much, so that it melted right into 
the sauce and all over the cabbage, well good 
for me, I'll learn and know better next time. 
A person only needs so much horseradish; 
that's common sense. 

Now the pecan pie. A pecan pie cant 
have too many pecans and Miss Sherry's has 
plenty. Sweet stuff, for sure, but why else 
would you eat pecan pie? Crunchy, gooey, 
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sticks to your teeth and you love every sweet 
second of it. Washes down best with milk, 
good for you too. The pie gives you a nice 
sweet smile and feels great inside. 

Miss Sherry's: an honest meal that's 
good for you inside, from toes and tummy to 
heart and mind. Just like Route 66. 


KREKKKKKEKEEEKEEKEKEKEEKEKEKEKKEKKKKKEKKKKKKKEKRKEE 
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852 Henrietta; Birmingham, MI 48009-4115; USA 


now also coming to you from: 

300 N. 4th # 1606; St. Louis, MO 63102-1957; USA 

and 

225 E. North Street, Tower 1, #1304; Indianapolis, IN 46204; 
USA 


TELEPHONE: (313)-6455366 & (314) -6217373 
COMPUSERVE: 70662,2367 _ 

INTERNET: joachim@angus.mi.org 

HAM CALL: KA9SWGP 


This is going to be a short one. During airport layover and flight from St. Louis to 
Indianapolis | prepared about two hours worth of notes, sketches and text layouts which 
| had intended to be the backbone of this essay. These | lost this morning in a software 
crash. “Unrecoverable Application Error’, that’s what the message said. Unfortunately, 
when Word for Windows crashes, it crashes the open file too. While | will attempt to fix 
this inconvenience next weekend at home, my notes are gone and the deadline is here. 
| guess some thoughts will stay unwritten. 


| noted that in my last essay some words and phrases were lost. Particularly the 
last two chapters read funny. This was due to errors in the transmission when | 
uploaded the text to the editor’s BBS. Together with my apologies, | will represent the 
last two chapters of that essay at the end of the present text. Before | do that, let me 
mention just a few things more about myself and Valli. 


Valli is now part of an engagement in Indianapolis, IN, while | am still in St. Louis, 
MO. Hence the new Indianapolis address in the header of this text. Some weekends 
we spend together in Detroit, others we spend in St. Louis and Indianapolis. My work 
activity is still rather unexciting. | probably do a reasonable job in staving off disaster, 
but | am not actively creative. | start resenting that. 


Today | am in Indianapolis. Valli and | went to the movies. We saw “The Beauty 
and the Beast”. That was very worthwhile and | must recommend it to all of our techie 
friends. Nice effects, great blend of computer and traditional animation. Very powerful 
images. It is the first movie where | have noted software engineers in the credits. | was 
mesmerized, if not by the plot, then surely by the quality of execution. 


The deadline is past. | hope to be in time for this edition. | will now upload my text 
to the editor’s computer. | hope to do a better job than last time: the paperless office 
has its pitfalls. 


til next time Joachim 


S ienan | a 


reprint begins here 


CQ, CQ, THIS IS NOVEMBER EIGHT QUEBEC VICTOR TANGO 


Just in case you don’t know yet: Valli got her ham ticket. She now owns a 
handheld two meter transceiver. | am an amateur radio enthusiast because | like the 
technology. Valli is in it for the talk: Ham Radio is instant companionship, just about 
wherever you go. | typically run out of words after the station identification and the 
basic radio related stuff. Valli recognizes the guys on the Catalpa and Hazel Park 
repeater by their voices. She also is one of the very few YLs (Young Ladies who are 
hams) in the area. This, of course, makes her well known. 


Amateur Radio also adds to our family life: we have met on the air more than once. 
Just recently we discussed mundane things like shopping and dinner menu on the air. | 
had just flown in from St. Louis, and was driving home by car from City Airport to 
Birmingham. Valli was driving in from a client visit in Toledo, OH. Radio communication 
spared us the need to meet at home, decide about dinner and then leave again to go 
shopping. When we both came in range, “we met on the DART” repeater (146.640 
MHz-). N8QVT asked KASWGP to stop at a store and bring some food. KA9WGP 
suggested turkey steak and N8QVT agreed. Both N8QVT and KA9WGP exchanged 
their latest QTHs (current location) and ETA (estimated time of arrival). Thus | stopped 
over at a Farmer Jack’s and got what we needed, Valli found time to refuel her car, and 
we both arrived home together: we practically met in the drive way. It could not have 
been organized better. 


Another occasion brought us both to Toledo, OH. Valli had some work to do ata 
client site. Since it was a Sunday, | came along for the ride. Unfortunately Vallis time 
plan was entirely unpredictable, but both Valli and | brought our handheld transceivers. 
So we agreed to meet on the air when Valli was done. We agreed ona particular 
repeater and then split. It worked like a charm. Valli spent much less time than she 
thought at the client and could let me know right away that she was done. | got the car 
washed, and was just coming out of a “Target” store when the call reached me. Thus | 
went and picked Valli up and we had the rest of the afternoon together in Toledo. 


| am sure that the hams in our area occasionally get to smile at some of our 
on-the-air domesticity. Better yet, non hams get their share of exposure too. When we 
go places, we have our radios with us, and they do show. Mine is clipped to the belt. 
We go shopping that way and we go to the restaurant that way. | am sure that to some 
people we look like undercover cops. Valli had her radio at work too and one day 
showed it to one of her more technical coworkers. “Amateur what??” Eyes glazed over. 
“Why would you do that, that’s what cellular telephones are for.” Oh well, it is not easy 
to get understanding for the fascination of amateur radio in the corporate world. | have 
been luckier in this regard. | got to talk about amateur radio with a partner of our firm. | 
explained to him that Amateur Radio was about as important to me than Golfing was to 
him. Inevitably we talked about business contacts and networking. When I pointed out 
that my Radio Club in St. Louis was sponsored by MONSANTO, that we had a repeater 
on the RALSTON PURINA building, and that our chief technician was one of the 
directors of the local power company, | think he understood that there was more to 
Amateur Radio than just a bunch of overweight tinkerers exchanging inanities of the air. 
However, he really preferred playing Golf. And that’s ok; | prefer ham radio. 


ne eee 


LAST BOOKS READ... 


>Joe Haldeman - The Hemingway Hoax (Avon Books, New York, 1991)< 

Somewhere between fiction and science fiction. Great challenge for Hemingway 
lovers: plenty of references and innuendoes. Parallel worlds with a new twist. The 
author had an inspiration, but ran out of it before reaching the end of the book. Stop 
reading on page 130: you will sleep better. Recommended if you like Hemingway, or 
Haldeman, otherwise don’t bother. 


>The Journal of Don Francisco Saavedra de Sangronis 1780 - 1783 (University of 
Florida Press)< 

The title says it. But not all. This book is as riveting as a modern novel. It covers 
the Spanish campaign to the Caribbean, South America and the siege of Pensacola. 
Uneasy alliance with the French, war with the English. Not bloody, but not merciful 
either. Factual and concrete. Casualties, illnesses, logistics, communications and 
intrigues. Journal-ism at its best, in the true sense of the word. Recommended, 
unconditionally, unless you can’t stand history. 


BOOKS I’D RATHER NOT HAVE READ... 


>TERRA! - Stefano Benni (Pantheon Books, New York, 1985) < 

Weird, weird, weird! Its so weird that it rates more as a spoof on science fiction than 
actual science fiction. A hodge podge of eccentric ideas loosely held together by a 
thinly woven storyline. Intelligent mice, stubborn computers, baby geniuses, 
psychopathic telepaths. The ending? | have no idea, | never got there. You must like 
unusual stuff to finish this book. If you like Hitchhikers of the Galaxy you have a 
chance. If you don't, no dice. 


>The Business Value of Computers - Paul A. Strassman (The Information Economics 
Press, New Canaan, 1988)< 

Paul Strassmann is the Director for Defense Information. DoD’s CIO. The book 
delves into the mistakes of the past: how not to select computer systems and squander 
your employer's money. It dwells on the past, but there is no recipe for success. | 
stopped reading the book when | met the guy. Great entertainer. Jovial, smooth and 
never wrong. Love to meet him over a glass of “Heuriger’” in Grinzing discussing the 
fate of the world, but not in a boardroom, giving orders. If you research failures in 
Computer History, this book is a must, otherwise, any text about business reengineering 
will do better. 


See you around 


Joachim 


Note for you technophiles: | begun writing this text on a COMPAQ LTE using 
WORD for WINDOWS. The LTE is somewhat awkward and bulky. Thus | electronically 
uploaded this text to my PSION MC 400 and completed it using PSION’s native editor. 
Than I transferred this text to my stationary COMPUADD 320c from where | uploaded it 
electronically to Gabe and Audrey’s BBS. Final editing: courtesy of Audrey Helou on 
Ventura software. 
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Congratulations! You’ve Decided to Clean the Elevator! 


W. Skeffington Higgins 


More pearls from the long-silent W. Skeffington 
Higgins, 853 Lorlyn Drive, West Chicago, Illinors 
60185. Phone: (708)293-1050. Electronic mail: 
higgins@fnal.fnal.gov This is another Spinthatri- 
scope Media publication, for Apa-Tech 77. 


Well, I apologize for the long absence, caused partly 
by Worldcon but mostly by Not Having My Act To- 
gether at the time of various Apa-Tech deadlines. I 
will do better, I really will. I got this one in, didn’t 
I? 

Newton’s Minutiae Can Be Yours If 
You Act NOW! 


Last January I received the most wonderful piece 
of junk mail to cross my desk in a long while. 


(And I get a lot of junk mail. I get Aviation 
Leak, so my name is sold to the Crewcut Republican 
Weapons Engineers mailing lists. I also get Whole 
Earth Review, so I am on the Organic Hippie Relics 
of the Sixties mailing lists.) 


“Dear Scholar: (hmm, I like these people already) 


“'..a new microfilm collection, Sir Isaac Newton: 
Manuscripts and Papers, will soon be available from 
Chadwyck-Healey. 


“...Going beyond the works of physical science, 
all of Newton’s interests are revealed in this collec- 
tion; his theological histories, economic analyses, ex- 
periments in alchemy, geography, interpretations of 
mythology, commentaries on Scripture and medical 
treatises. 


“Your institution can acquire the complete collec- 
tion at a pre-publication price of $4,500, if an order 1s 
placed before February 28,1991. After this date, the 
price rises to $5000.” (Gee, it isn’t every day that 
somebody offers to save me five hundred bucks! I 
begin to daydream. The entire extant works of New- 
ton... I would be the only kid on my block to own 
them... I could do all kinds of scholarship... how 
much limit do I have left on my Master Card?) 


“Please examine the brochure enclosed. If you 


have further questions regarding the collection or would Air 


like to place your order with us, call our offices in Vir- 
ginia toll-free at 800-752-0515.” 


It didn’t take long before I came to my senses. 
But, you know, once you’ve considered a $4500 im- 
pulse buy and rejected it, a lot of other things look 


less frivolous. I’ve begun to think about the $500 
Phobos globe from Germany again. (-: 


(Why did I get this particular solicitation? I think 
it’s because I am a member of the American Physical 
Society’s History of Physics division.) 


The Navy Goes to (Video) War 


Here’s a disturbing glimpse into the New World 
Order. On page 55 of the 23 September 1991 issue 
of Aviation Week is a report of the U. S. Navy’s ag- 
onizing reappraisal of its relationship with the press. 
Apparently, during the Iraqi conflict, the Air Force 
got much more TV coverage than the Navy. Naval 
veterans were asking, “Why didn’t we see them on 
CNN like we did everybody else?” 


“The primary Air Force strike fleet—F-117As, F- 
111s, F-16s, and F-15Es—had simple, yet high-quality 
video recorders installed in their aircraft,” the AvLeak 
story goes on. “A Navy official said, ‘As the engines 
were winding down after a flight, some [Air Force] 
public affairs officer was presenting the results of that 
strike to CNN, and you were seeing it in your living 
room before the debriefing was completed.’ ” 


Alas, though the Navy’s precision bombing was 
second to none, their planes had inferior VCRs aboard, 
and the video from them (good enough for military 
purposes) was not good enough to broadcast. “As a 
result, the Navy and Marine Corps have initiated a 
‘fast-track’ program to get modern recorders in their 
front-line combat aircraft.” 


Wow. You need guns. You need smart bombs. 
You need to have all-weather, look-down, shoot-down, 
radar, and good ECM to keep the other guy’s missiles 
off your tail. But, not for the first time in history, we 
find that the Navy has equipped its planes to win 
the last war, some Seventies battle where what you 
destroyed and how accurately you hit it was the im- 
portant thing. 


On the real battlefield of the Nineties (the Me- 
dia Landscape), against their real enemy (the U. S. 
Force), the Navy has suffered a serious setback. 
The admirals overlooked to the importance of Image 
in winning the hearts and minds of freedom-loving 
people everywhere (but especially in Congress). Not 
that they haven’t had their victories too—notably 
Top Gun. 


Don’t worry, though. Our sailors are tough, and 
they'll bounce right back. I see the helicopters land- 
ing in the parking lots. I see the grizzled CPO crew 
chiefs sprinting into the doors of Highland Appliance 
and Monkey Wards, brandishing fresh purchase or- 
ders. I see the spit-and-polish parade of Marines load- 
ing camcorders and VCRs aboard the idling choppers. 
There they go, back into the sky, heading out over 
the sea for rendezvous with the Fleet. Is that “An- 
chors Aweigh” playing over the soundtrack, as the 
squadron dwindles to black dots across the sunset 
sky? 

Or is it “You Oughta Be In Pictures?” 


LETS See. 


WE NEED CHEESE... 
POTATOES... Frou... 


SOMEDAY 
THIS 


MAY ALL BE 
om MICROFILM 


HIGGINS 
We’re Not All Skeffingtons 


So lately I’ve been reading The life and work of 
William Higgins, chemist, 1763-1825 by T. S. Wheeler 
and J. R. Partington (Pergamon Press, 1960). I’ve 


only recently discovered that Ireland produced a prom- 


inent chemist with my name two hundred years ago. 
I looked him up in a book of scientific biography (a 
big one—Asimov has nothing to say about him), then 
tracked down this book through the awesome magic 
of Interlibrary Loan. 


William Higgins was (probably) born in County 


Sligo, apprenticed to his physician-chemist uncle Bryan, 


and eventually went off to study at Pembroke College, 
Oxford. He spent most of his career in Dublin, work- 
ing for the Royal Irish Academy and for the Linen 
Board. As an expert on dyes and bleaches he con- 
sulted frequently with Ireland’s textile manufactur- 
ers. 


In the excitement of late 18th-century chemistry, 
Higgins was a firm “anti-phlogistonist,” and in 1789 
he published A Comparative View of the Phlogistic 
and Antiphlogistic Theories. (This was the same year 
that Lavoisier published an account of his own ex- 
periments, which really delivered the death blow to 
phlogistic theory.) Historians are interested in Hig- 
gins because, in his arguments against phlogiston, he 
made use of the proposition that chemical substances 


are made of atoms. 

Twenty years later, when the color-blind British 
chemist John Dalton proposed his detailed atomic 
theory, Sir Humphry Davy mentioned that Dalton’s 
work reminded him of Higgins’s book. In a new book, 
Observations on the Atomic Theory and Electrical 
Phenomena, Higgins in 1814 pressed his claim that 
he, not Dalton, was really the father of atoms. But 
the majority of scholars at the time (and since) dis- 
agreed. 

No, I don’t know whether William Higgins the 
18th-century chemist is related to William Higgins 
the 20th-century physicist; nevertheless I find him 
interesting. I’d like to buy my own copy of the book, 
but that’s a rather hard problem. (The book does 
include lots of genealogical material.) 


Another curious detail: William Higgins left his 
estate to his nephew, Capt. Charles Higgins, and 
it was shared among Charles’s daughters, including 
Emma Julia Higgins. In 1867 she married one William 
Peel. Yup—William Higgins was a great-uncle of 
Mrs. Emma Peel! 

Hog-Butcher-For-The-Worldcon Five, 
Egoboo Department 

I annihilated the summer of 1991 working on the 
World Science Fiction Convention, Chicon Five. The 
Chicago folks asked me to put together the science 
track. I wound up with about ninety hours of pan- 
els and talks—probably too damned many, but the 
Chicon management indulged me. 

There were difficulties, like a difference of opin- 
ion with the chairman, but I won’t go into that just 
now. Buttonhole me sometime. For the most part, 
my program ran smoothly and was well attended. 


I was pleased to receive praise from a number of 
friends and strangers on the computer networks. I 
hope they won’t mind if I quote from them. 

From Kenneth J Meltsner: 

I think Bill Higgins deserves a public congratu- 
lations for his work on the science programming. It 
was informative, interesting, and fun — and a lot of 
people attended. I even saw about 50-100 people for 
the panel I was on at 10 am on Friday! I suspect that 
Bill has set a new mark for science programming at 
Worldcons. 


From Evelyn C. Leeper: 
More than that, he deserves a special Hugo! Great 


job, Bill! 


(The only problem was that Mark disappeared 
every day at 10 AM and resurfaced at 6PM for dinner, 
bleary-eyed and babbling about how SF doesn’t deal 
well with death in the failed dreams of yesteryear on 
the way to Vinge’s singularity. :-) ) 


From Ed Rush: 

I agree. I found myself going from one fascinating 
session to the next, trying to find a little time for the 
rest of the con. (I finally got to the huckster room on 
Monday afternoon!) 

If Charley “Locus” Brown can keep getting Hugos 
year after year, surely there should be a way to give 
one for outstanding ConCom work! 


From Mark R. Leeper: 


You did this to me!... Evelyn referred to this as 
the convention at which I disappeared at 10 am and 
wasn’t seen again until 6pm. If the convention were 
being rerun this weekend I could go to an entirely 
different set of panels and still keep busy. About 
two-thirds of the programming I went to was science 
programming which is usually very skimpy at World- 
cons and at this particular con was nothing short of 
spectacular. I consider this to be maybe one of the 
three best Worldcons I have attended (I must have 
been to about 17 or 18 by now) and that is almost 
exclusively due to the science program. Thanks fora 
really good time and for a job very well done. 


From Christopher Dunn: 


I too believe Bill did a great job! Attaboy Bill! 
The man put a lot of work into setting the Science 
track up, and even got me to be part of one of the 
panels. (Got to meet Cliff Stoll, so that was fun.) 


Bill - Bravo Job! 
From Henry Spencer: 


I agree. Despite occasional mutterings about how 
the two most fascinating items of the day were sched- 
uled opposite each other :-), I was most impressed 
with the science track. 


From Teemu Leisti: 


Things like color separation of video transmission 
and too much free beer seem pretty minor to me when 
compared with everything that went right, and let 
me once more congratulate Bill Higgins on the sci- 
ence program here. (I got a chance to applaud him 
on the panel on Vinge’s Singularity, which I think 
is techno-rapture, as someone “guilty” of saying that 
was quoted on the panel. When Higgins suggested 
that there might be, errr, dangers involved with some 
technologies, the whole audience was stunned into si- 
lence as the tone of the services was rudely inter- 
rupted. :-) ) 

Mailing Comments on Apa-Tech 73 


Rod— Without having read your story, I must 
say that I think “Murder at the Shapeshifters’ Ball” 
is a great title.// Disappointingly, I got no feedback 
from true cranks after I posted “Higgins vs. the 
Saucer People.” I did have to straighten out a couple 


of confused people who thought my discussion of an- 
timatter, palladium rods, muons, and alien spacecraft 
might be serious. 


Susannah— Re the 1915 schoolhouse in Rip- 
ley: What’s “Jacobethan architecture?”// Most of 
the adult Space Camp alumni I’ve known were re- 
ally, really glad to have gone. I haven’t met many 
kids who’ve been there, but they seem to find it very 
rewarding too. I wonder if it isn’t cruel, though, 
to raise a child’s expectations about spaceflight... 
seems that a lot of our generation (including essen- 
tially all Apa-Tech readers) have been disappointed, 
nay, bummed, at the glacial pace of astronautical 
progress. We were promised so much more.// Re 
editing: “This convinces me... to accept only stuff 
that needs the minimum of editing.” I understand. 
Last year I put in a horrendous number of hours edit- 
ing a Pyro article (no, I won’t say which one, not in 
print anyway). Made me appreciate how I’ve been 
taking well-written material for granted. Most of the 
stuff we get is pretty publishable, at least by fanzine 
standards. 


Audrey— What’s the second program you buy, 
after you buy a spelling checker? One thing that 
seems sorely needed (and I understand that versions 
of it have appeared on the market) is a Homonym 
Finder. I see it as a program which locates a potential 
homonym in your text. For instance, “there” could 
be correct, or maybe you meant to write “their.” 
The H. F. then presents you with two or more al- 
ternatives for the word, along with short definitions 
to help you distinguish what you really meant to say. 
Such a program would clean up many of the problems 
that appear in spell-checkered text. (Sorry. I just 
couldn’t bring myself to write “spelling-checked” or 
“spell-checked” when “spell-checkered” seemed like 
so much more fun to say.) 


The Homonym Finder would not be much help to 
those ‘poor souls who haven’t figured out the differ- 
ence between “it’s” and “its.” So how do we design 
a computer-assisted “itzpicker?” 

Another thing I’ve occasionally wished for is an 
English translator. I could write in my native Amer- 
ican, pour the text file into this processor, and out 
would come the same text in perfect British orthogra- 
phy (you know, “colour,” and “centre,” and all that). 


Re Randi: Barry Gehm has a copy of Flam-Flam. 
It’s a pretty good book. Perhaps you’re aware that 
Uri Geller, Boy Spoonbender, is suing James Randi 
and CSICOP for libel to the tune of fifteen megabucks? 
See Scientific American, September issue, page 39, 
for details.// Re the Howard Rheingold article: How- 
ard is editor of Whole Earth Review these days, which, 
as a hippie manqué, I read avidly. (Well, the fact that 


I made my first sale to that magazine does increase 
my fondness for it.) Howard’s new book, Virtual Re- 
ality, looks good, but I’m waiting for Bill Leininger to 
publish a review of it (hint, hint). The Chicago Tri- 
bune reviewer thought it was too techno-optimistic. 
VR is the hot topic of 1991 and early 1992, and you 
will be sick of it soon if you’re not already. This is 
only the first in a long string of books dealing with 
it. 


Gabe— You skirt the answer to something I’ve 
always wondered: What does a BBS operator get out 
of it? It seems like you put your time and trouble and 
hardware and phone on the line (literally), but what 
is the reward that makes it worthwhile? In your case, 
you wanted to receive and give away free software. Is 
that the major motivation for most sysops? 


You suggest submitting Apa-Tech zines by elec- 
tronic mail. Not the first time it’s come up—but 
perhaps this is the closest we’ve ever come to making 
it practical. I generally write my zines in LaTeX for 
typesetting. I could do them in flat ASCII and ship 
’em over to Detroit. But you’d have to print them 
out somehow; do you really want to do typesetting 
on my zine? 

I also like to leave some space on my pages to 
draw in a cartoon. I’d have to forego the cartoons, 
or papermail them on a separate page, if we were 
e-mailing the apazines. 

I count eight people on the roster who can be 
reached from an Internet node. That leaves six poor 
souls who are Off The Net. I guess we’re not quite 
ready yet to turn Apa-Tech into an on-line discussion 
group... 


Doug— One of my best buddies in college was 
from Lafayette, Louisiana. Sounds like a decent place, 
though I’ve never visited.// Thanks for the details on 
well-capping in Kuwait and Iran. Nasty business; I'll 
stick to particle beams, thanks! 


Scott— Welcome. There are serious flaws in the 
story fragment you gave us. Since nobody else in the 
apa has had the guts, I’ll comment. 


Your greatest strength is that you have a very 
clear idea of how the spacecraft operates and what 
happens in combat. You also have some novel ideas. I 
liked the notion of multiple Als co-piloting the fighter. 
I also liked the notion that Anton can get extra per- 
formance out of his ship but penalizes his backup sys- 
tems, suggesting that he does a sophisticated tradeoff 
calculation to get out of a tight spot. 


Here are some of the problems you should con- 
sider: 


You are depriving yourself of many of the tools a 
writer can use to build character and action. Sounds, 
smells, and other sensations can help the reader to 
imagine Anton’s experience. What does his ship smell 
like? Is there sweat rolling off his forehead? Is he cold 
or warm? Any muscular tension, or odd feelings in 
his stomach, as he goes into combat? 

e You have no dialogue whatsoever. Why not? There 
are other pilots in Anton’s flight. There are also at 
least two AIs aboard with “human interfaces to in- 
teract with human beings.” They should be talking 
to Anton. Ideally their conversation, consisting only 
of things they naturally would say to each other in 
a space battle, could at the same time convey to the 
reader a lot of information about what they’re doing. 
You could also give us thoughts of your protagonist 
as he “talks to himself.” This would enable you to 
get rid of the... 

e Big blocks of description. Paragraph 1 is image. 
Paragraph 2 is more visual image, expanding only a 
little. Paragraph 3 is more description, and could be 
dropped completely. Paragraph 4 offers some exposi- 
tion of the story situation. Paragraph 5 is the meat 
of the exposition—but it gives a confusing account 
of the time sequence and it’s jam-packed with sen- 
tences in the passive voice, which should be avoided, 
I mean, which you should avoid. Paragraph 6 further 
describes the cyberspace equipment. Paragraph 7 is 
all hardware. Paragraph 8 is hardware and numbers. 
Paragraph 9 makes an interesting point. Paragraph 
10 has a stultifying recitation of numbers. And so 
forth. Much of the material you provide is stuff the 
reader really doesn’t need to know to understand the 
story’s action. Throw it out. Use dialogue or internal 
monologue to help deliver the rest, and the amount 
of straight description or exposition you need to give 
us goes way down. 

e You have a pretty vague grasp of the use of apos- 
trophes and hyphens in English prose. This can be 
fixed. Study up. 

e You need an itzpicker (see my comments to Audrey 
above). 

e Decide whether your narration is in present tense 
or past tense. You employ verbs in both tenses. 

e There are a fair number of misspellings and singu- 
lar/plural problems, but I presume you can fix those, 
too. 

e “The missile exploded three kilometers from the 
ship,” a solid, short, active-voice, action sentence, is 
followed by “Anton’s ship suffered a major system 
failure.” What a letdown! No further description. 
(In the next sentence, Anton ejects.) This is a curi- 
ously understated way to describe the climax. Was 


e You say “Anton perceived nothing but the cyberspace there a sound? Vibration? Shock? What did Anton 


continuum” while jacked in. I think this is a mistake. 


feel? And what went wrong with the ship? You un- 


derstand every nut and bolt on it—we know that from 
your extensive description in earlier paragraphs—but 
you won’t tell us what broke. It might also be effec- 
tive if you painted a clearer picture of what Anton 
experiences when he’s suddenly disconnected from all 
that fancy cyberspace and AI equipment. (Possibly 
some more primitive cyberspace gear remains in the 
escape pod?) 

If you want to continue work on this story, you 
should read a book or two on “how to write fiction,” 
and think while you’te reading about how to apply 
its techniques to your story. Good luck. 


Mailing Comments on Apa-Tech 74 


Rod— Sounds like your fiction writing is creep- 
ing up on success, collecting progressively nicer rejec- 
tion letters. Good luck. 


Susannah— ”A guide to practice management 
software” for doctors and psychologists: sounds like 
something that would be tricky to market. Id be in- 
terested in hearing how Dave and Ed sell it once they 
finish it.// Interesting remarks about bookstores. A 
Real Bookstore will order the books you want for you. 
Big chains are driving them out of business, or at least 
making life hard for them. Though good chain stores 
like Walden’s or Kroch’s will order books, too. I try 
to buy from Real Bookstores when I can. But it’s 
hard to resist snarfing up those remainder bargains 
at Crown Books. So what do you think of Trillion 
Year Spree? I am now reading the competition, The 
World Beyond the Hill by Alexei and Cory Panshin. 
Both books have convinced me that I should read 
more H. G. Wells. 


Bob— Good to see you back; keep writing! (And 
how soon before Rachel joins the apa?)// Re Low- 
Life Foobs: I think that cartoon was reprinted in 
PyroTechnics, probably in the Hart Regime. Early 
eighties? I think George Ewing dug it up.// As an 
editor of Pyro, I would prefer that we don’t reprint 
previously published material. (Though I admit the 
zine has done so in the past.) So I would frown on 
your submitting the same piece both there and to 
Apa-Tech. The other editors may talk me into run- 
ning it, though. 

Audrey— “Ifversen” is spelled with an “f.” You 
left it out of Doug’s name. I wouldn’t mention such 
a typo, except that poor Dave and Doug get their 
names misspelled a lot.// The South Eastern Michi- 
gan Gluttony Society (SEMI-GLUT) sounds nice. I 
was pleased to attend your chili night at Virginia & 
Gary’s house on Conclave weekend. The major fo- 
cus for my piece of Chicago fandom was for years 
the gathering known as Thursday Night. It wan- 
dered from apartment to apartment, and was the per- 
fect occasion to exchange gossip, borrow and return 


books (“I’ll bring it to Thursday,”), arrange tides 
to the next con, and garner fannish information (in- 
cluding the location of the next assembly, hence the 
cry “Where’s Thursday and when’s Boston?”). Alas, 
Thursday folded several years ago. It’s sorely missed, 
since there is no such nexus to serve all these needs 
today, and one now and then hears rumors that some 
Son of Thursday may arise in Chicago... 


Gabe— Thanks for the Berserker report. Even 
though I was present that weekend, there was so much 
going on that I couldn’t be everywhere, so it’s nice 
to read about your experience. Hope you'll do a 
Worldcon report!// I missed the Suomi Restaurant 
this time around. But it was fun to share anchovy 
pizzas with you at the Library. Let’s do it again./ / 
I was quite surprised that the “Patriot” flew as high 
as it did (not very), as you can tell from viewing 
the videotape of the launch. Julie Skirvin has been 
busy editing the Berserker footage into a documen- 
tary laced with music videos. I can hardly wait to see 
the final product.// Nice Earth graphic. But (I have 
been known to torment salespeople in stores that sell 
globes) is this the only planet you’ve got? 


Scott— Your preface said: 


1. I think I should tell you something about my- 
self. 


2. I have this story. 
3. Llike H. P. Lovecraft. 


I’m afraid 2 and 3 don’t deliver very well on the 
promise of 1. I look forward to reading more per- 
sonal information in future mailings.// One of the 
characters in your story, Kevin Anderson, has the 
same name as a contemporary fantasy author. You 
might want to change that! Anderson is the co-author 
of Lifeline with Douglas Beason, and has published 
a series of RPG-oriented fantasy novels, (you know: 
gamers suddenly found that they’ve fallen into the 
world of their D & D campaign. Yuck.) the titles of 
which escape me at the moment. 
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How weird to write 1992! There's now no denying that we're in the final decade of this century! (I find 
myself remembering my grandparents’ reminiscences of the time when the 19th century turned into the 
20th! My grandmother - who'll turn 102 next month, by the way - was 10, my grandfather 15. Or if you 
belong to the school of thought that says the 21st century won't begin until 2001, they were 11 and 16, re- 
spectively.) 


Since I mentioned my grandmother in the last paragraph, I'll give you an update on her. Some of you may 
remember my account of her big 100th birthday party which she had two years ago. (My parents hosted an 
open house which they intended to have from 2-5 in the afternoon. Well, people were still stopping by at 7 
PM with their good wishes!) She's much feebler now, and needs both my parents and an aide (who comes 
in three days a week so my parents can get out to do errands and their volunteer work) to care for her. Her 
general health, though, is quite good - my parents are very careful to monitor her diet to take into account 
all the things she can't eat. Actually, they're all eating low-salt, milk-free food, which sounds very boring, 
but my mom is a very creative cook, and is able to keep things interesting. 


My grandmother spends part of each year in Corvallis, Oregon, where her older daughter lives. According 
to my mother, she plans to return to Oregon in about a month, if her health permits. 


I've been thinking about caring for aging relatives a great deal since my grandmother started living with 
our family. This was when I was in college, so I was actually only a part of the family during the summer, 
but I nevertheless felt that it really impacted on my life, because my grandmother took over my bedroom 
and I had to move in with my younger sister, who resented having to share a room as much as I did. I 
know that sooner or later I'll have to face this painful question myself. My sister (who's three years young- 
er than I) is already facing it, since her mother-in-law, who just turned 86, and who's almost completely 
bed-fast, has moved in with her family. 


Nothing much exciting has been happening in Ripley lately, though I will tell you that our ex-mayor still 
has his bear! (We saw it riding around in the back of his truck the other day.) Dave's SPECTRUM is at 
the photo-copy shop; my HOBSON'S isn't, though, since my checking account balance is still pretty low. 
If I could only solve this money problem, I'd have no problem with bringing out an issue each month, espe- 
cially as I have three of them all set to go right now! 


Dora has been progressing by leaps and bounds, as befits a one-and-a-bit -year -old. She learned how to 
unscrew the tops off her bottles and tip their contents (milk, juice or water) over on herself, so she's almost 
completely graduated to drinking out of a cup. She gets really impatient with bottles, but still acts a bit 
suspicious of cups and will take only a few sips before she abandons one. She likes straws, however, and 
will readily drink a whole glass of liquid if she's provided with one. (She's also learned how to blow bub- 
bles through a straw - I suspect from watching Marlene.) 


She's had interesting adventures, some of which I can't figure out. One morning, for example, when I got 
up, I found teat her crib (which is a soft-sided Fisher-Price "Travel-Tender" portable bed) lying on its side. 
She was sleeping peacefully on the floor in a tangle of blankets. I'm at a loss to know how the crib man- 
aged to get knocked over without my hearing its falling, or her waking up and making a fuss when it fell. I 
also can't figure out how she managed to fall into the bathtub the other day while Marlene was taking a 
bath. (I was, after all, watching her all the time!) She just all of a sudden slid right in, probably when 
reaching for the bottle which she'd just dropped in the water. She went all the way under the water and 
bobbed up right away, not even upset by the experience of having her head under the water and getting en- 
tirely soaked! She gets in all sorts of dangerous'situations, and seems to have no fear, unlike Marlene, who 
was much more cautious at the same age. 


Our animal adventures lately have been mainly confined to mice. Living in the semi-country as we do, we 
are overrun every fall, so have to have a serious mouse-catching plan. I have traps set all over, in what I 
think are fairly inaccessible places (although Dora's curious little feet and legs will probably lead her to 
them sooner or later, and then we may have to cope with little fingers caught in traps) and was catching 
three or four mice every night for awhile. This has slacked off considerably, though I know there are still 
many mice about. Just when I think I've rid the house of mice, of course, the river will rise, and more mice 
will come into the house to escape the flood waters - then we'll have a new plague of mice! 


One other animal which has turned up in our basement is a meadow vole, which Dave calls a "micro- 
mouse." This animal is smaller than a mouse, and has only a tiny stubby little tale, but is the same color as 
a house mouse, and flicks around next to the walls in an elusive manner just like a mouse. 


During the holidays we had the chance to get together with some of Dave's sisters. They all look at Dora 
and say, "She's still blonde!" and "Where did she get the blonde hair?" Her eyes are still blue, too! I know 
that when Marlene was her age, her eyes had become brown, and I've read that babies’ turn the color 
they'll be by the time the baby’s six months old. (I take this with a grain of salt, though, as Marlene's eyes 
were still blue at six months.) There are definitely blue-eyed blondes on my mom's side of the family, but 
Dave can't recall any on his side. There must be some, though, as I seem to remember that blue eyes are a 
recessive trait! (Update - Marlene was quick to notice that a very close Powell relative DOES have blue 
eyes - none other than Dave's Uncle Ernie Powell. We'd only met Uncle Erie once before, so the blue 
eyes had escaped our notice.) 


In order to share some fun SF (and NF too) with you, and also to solicit your opinions (!) we're enclosing 
an issue of our little magazine. Those of you who were at the 1988 Ishercon may remember that we pro- 
mised this to you back then - well, here it finally is! (Thanks for your patience!) 


The "Life and Times" column was inspired by Bill Higgins, who said he really enjoys reading about what 
the creators of a zine have been up to. Some people feel it's sort of ho-hum, though - so we want to know 
what YOU think. 


Cartoons - what's the general feeling about them? As I mention in the editorial, the response to the toons 
in issue #1 was even less enthusiastic than ho-hum. I don't really understand this, as I've always enjoyed 
cartoons myself. If you can explain, please do! (Of course, it may just be the irritation of those who want 
more stories and less "filler". However, the people my age and older with whom I shared the first issue 
found several of the cartoons "hilarious" whereas the younger readers - college and high school age - 
thought they were just "stupid.") 


What do you think about format? We've gotten both positive and negative comments - some folks would 
like to see it more digest-sized, others like the larger size and easy readability. 


How about the illos? (Next time all photos will be screened!) 


This particular issue has no advertising, but the next one probably will. How do you feel about advertising 
- do you find it offensive or is it acceptable? 


Remember, we want to KNOW WHAT YOU THINK. We'll probably share a HOBSON'S with you every 
once in awhile to get an idea of how we're doing. 
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NASA artist's representation of Mobile Servicing Center and Space Station Freedom 


The word robot was coined by Karel Capek, a Czech dramatist, in his 1921 play, R.U.R. 
(Rossum’'s Universal Robots). Capek’s androids, though they freed humanity from labor, 
eventually revolted and destroyed their masters. From this Frankenstein-like beginning, 
the idea of machines that imitate humans was extended by Isaac Asimov in the /, Robot 
stories by the addition of the "Three Laws of Robotics" that enforced human control over 


the superior androids. 


Though human-like robots are still beyond present capabilities, intelligent, anthropomor- 
phic automatons would be perfect for space operations. And according to NASA scien- 
tists and engineers, robotics will play an important part in activities onboard Space Sta- 
tion Freedom and in future space exploration. 
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Robots for Space: 


hy Build Mac 


ines 


in Man's Image? 


by Betty Nolley 


Though NASA's plans are currently in a state of flux, Houston writer Betty Nolley stays atop space program devel- 
opments. At the present time, work on all the robots described in this article continues, and robotics will definitely 


play a role in NASA's future. 


Betty says she's been a science fiction fan ever since she first read The Martian Chronicles in high school. Her 
articles on the space program have recently appeared in such magazines as New Pathways and Ad Astra. 


Using robots in space is not a new idea. Robot ma- 
chines have actually played a role in the space program 
for some time. For example, deep space probes like the 
Vikings that landed on Mars, the Soviets’ Venera series 
that penetrated Venus’ atmosphere, and the Pioneer 
and Voyager spacecraft that toured the Solar System, 
possessed robotic abilities. 

These machines were, however, directed from Earth 
and were not anthropomorphic. Robots currently being 
developed, on the other hand, will possess anthropo- 
morphic characteristics, and in some cases will be able 
to perform tasks too difficult or dangerous for humans. 

On NASA's Space Shuttle, the Remote Manipulator 
System (RMS), built by Canada, has been used to de- 
ploy and retrieve payloads, examine the tiles covering 
the Orbiter, monitor propellant burns, and even knock 
off ice, all under the control of crew members on the aft 
flight deck. Similar to the Mobile Servicing Center 
(MSC) illustrated on the facing page, the RMS armis 
50 feet long, with six joints, corresponding somewhat to 
the human shoulder, elbow, and wrist. Its special end 
effectors, similar in function to hands, can grapple a 
payload or satellite weighing up to 65,000 pounds, hold 
it rigid, and release it. TV cameras mounted at the el- 
bow and wrist provide the operators with a close-up 
view of what the arm is doing. Since the system lacks 
autonomous operational capabilities, it is controlled from 
a workstation inside the Shuttle - an intravehicular activi- 
ty (IVA) rather than extravehicular activity (EVA). 

The MSC, a more sophisticated RMS, is being devel- 


oped for Space Station Freedom by NASA and Canada. 


It will provide a platform for Station assembly, or satel- 
lite servicing outside the Orbiter's payload bay. Its 55- 
foot remote manipulator arm will be similar to that of the 
RMS, with an additional direction of movement at its 
shoulder. According to Edith Taylor of Johnson Space 
Center (JSC), "The Space Station RMS will be able to 
berth the Orbiter (about 280,000 pounds), avoid collli- 
sions, and do fine, dextrous tasks that we can't do with 
the Shuttle RMS. " 


Tin Man to Complement MSC 


To operate in conjunction with the MSC, a more au- 
tonomous teleoperated system, the Flight Telerobotic 
Servicer (FTS), is being built by Martin Marietta Co. of 
Denver, under a contract to NASA. Dubbed the Tin 
Man, it is slightly anthropomorphic, like a person with 
nothing below the waist except a “leg.” The design in- 
cludes a pair of camera eyes and two manipulator arms 
with end effectors which connect to tools. 

The FTS system will include two workstations, one 
on the Orbiter and the other on Space Station. It will 
operate from the Shuttle during assembly of Freedom, 
and then be attached to a transporter or to a fixed base. 
At this point, it can be used for either dependent opera- 
tions (electrical power, data transfer, and video connec- 
tions through an umbilical to the Station), or indepen- 
dent operation on its two-hour supply of battery power. 
Eventually it could ride piggy-back on an Orbital Maneu- 
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vering Vehicle for remote operations. 

"The emphasis has been on developing a system 
with a wide variety of servicing operations for maximum 
flexibility," says James Lowrie of Martin Marietta. 
"We've demonstrated the ability to perform the tasks in 
a laboratory environment. What remains is to demon- 
Strate we can perform those tasks in a zero-gee envi- 
ronment." 

By automating as much work as possible, extravehic- 
ular time for astronauts will be reduced significantly. 
"The FTS is not an experiment," says Charles Fuechsel, 
Project Manager of FTS for Goddard Space Flight Cen- 
ter (SFC). “The object is to get work done, not find out 
if it can be done.” 

To accomplish the same tasks as a crewman, the tel- 
erobot must have size, reach, and dexterity similar to 
humans. "Decomposition of a task step by step give re- 
quirements for grappling and other features,” says 
Fuechsel. "Computer-aided design, graphics, and kine- 
matic steps produce a realtime cartoon that convinces 
us a machine built to these specifications will be able to 
carry out the Space Station tasks.” 

In a simulated graphics movie, the Tin Man resem- 
bles a long-armed astronaut from the waist up, and it 
assembles trusses like a kid playing with Tinker Toys. 
Its five-foot-long arms have a total reach of 13-and-a- 
half feet. Each arm can move seven different ways, at 
shoulder, elbow, and wrist joint, but the leg has only five 
degrees of freedom. It can move itself up to 20 feet, 
from one work site to another, using the leg for position- 
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NASA artist's representation of Tin Man 


ing and support, and can also be mounted on the Sta- 
tion's remote manipulator arm, like a worker on a cherry 
picker. 

The Tin Man carries extra tools, batteries, computers, 
controllers, and communications equipment. End effec- 
tors are attached to the manipulator arms, through 
which power, data, and video are transmitted. Inter- 
changeable tools allow each end effector to perform a 
variety of tasks efficiently. 

In addition to the camera eyes, each arm has a wrist 
camera so the controller can see what the end effectors 
are doing. The manipulators can apply 20 pounds of tip 
force, but the controller receives no sense of touch from 
the robot, and must depend on data feedback to deter- 
mine the amount of force to apply. A fail-safe brake is 
included for override control, and a manual brake re- 
lease allows an EVA astronaut or another manipulator 
to move an unpowered joint. Redundant safety receiv- 
ers enable an astronaut to disable the telerobot from a 
safe distance, in case of trouble. Repairs can be made 
by an EVA crewman with modular replacement parts. 

The control system will provide growth to full autono- 
my with preprogrammed tool fetching and holstering, 
learning and play-back of motion scripts, interpreting 
hand controller signals, and converting them into mo- 
tion. A voice command headset will allow control opera- 
tion. Caution and warning lights and multiple video dis- 
plays, both keyboard and voice input, plus a tone 
generation system for emergency warning will furnish 
flexibility and redundancy of control to the Freedom 
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workstation. 

Future growth of the telerobotic system will further re- 
duce extravehicular crew involvement. Greater automa- 
tion, increased efficiency, and ground-based tele- 
operations will make it more independent. Planned up- 
grades include stereo cameras in the “eyes,” a better 
camera positioning boom, improved manipulator (arm) 
and stabilizer (leg) control, and automated sequences of 
motion. Battery kits will extend independent operations 
to eight hours, with thermal control and radiators to re- 
move excess heat. 

A second growth package will aim at full automation 
of servicing tasks, with addition of a laser scanner and 
artificial intelligence for image processing. "If you are 
combining autonomous control with teleoperations,” ex- 
plains Jeff Becker of Martin Marietta, “you normally 
have to have the human operator understand what the 
machine is doing, but to some extent you [also] have to 
have the machine understand what the human operator 
is doing with the teleoperations." 

Shuttle flights, perhaps starting as early as 1994, will 
test the telerobot's manipulator performance, its dex- 
trous servicing system, and the human/machine inter- 
face. However, budget constraints have already result- 
ed in cancellation of the Orbital Maneuvering Vehicle, 
and the FTS and other Space Station Freedom robot 
designs may be changed or their development even 
dropped, due to recent reviews prompted by critics of 


_ the program. None of the robots described in this arti- 


cle have been cancelled at this point in time, however. 


Fisher-Price and Augustine Reports 


In response to charges of excess EVA time required 
for Freedom's crew members, the Fisher-Price report 
was released in July 1990 by the External Maintenance 
Task Team Management Review. Chaired by astro- 
naut William Fisher and JSC robotic systems branch 
chief Charles R. Price, it concluded that “post [assembly 
completion] maintenance of Freedom, maintenance is 
manageable through EVA and robotics given the adop- 
tion of certain recommendations [of this team.]" Their 
study covered all five Space Station Freedom robots: 
the Mobile Transporter and FTS (built by the US), 
Space Station RMS and special purpose dextrous ma- 
nipulator (from Canada), and Long Arm/Smail Fine Arm 
(from Japan). In addition to establishing design stan- 
dards to make maintenance operations robots compati- 
ble, the report recommends that the robots be able to 
be operated by ground-based controllers, thus freeing 
astronauts from time-consuming maintenance tasks. 

Another report, released in December 1990, by the 
advisory Committee on the Future of the US Space Pro- 
gram, chaired by Norm Augustine, CEO of Martin Ma- 
rietta, is more critical of NASA planning. This review 
recommends redesigning Freedom for simplification and 
cost reduction. The Augustine report also urges con- 
centration on "primary life sciences and microgravity ex- 
perimentation." Though it does not advocate abandon- 
ing robotics, implementation of its recommendations 
would clearly require delays in Freedom's completion, 
with postponement or cancellation of any program 


deemed non-essential or too expensive. NASA admin- 
istrator Richard Truly promised further Agency study of 
the report. 


Rescues in Space 


The most ambitious and anthropomorphic robot so 
far, a semi-autonomous, intelligent free-flyer which oper- 
ates by voice control, is being developed in JSC's Engi- 
neering Directorate. Called the EVA Retriever, it is 
about the shape and size of a person with the legs cut 
off. It fits into an astronaut-type propulsive module, the 
Manned Maneuvering Unit (MMU), for controlled extrav- 
ehicular flight. | 

Clifford W. Hess, project engineer for the Retriever, 
explains, "In the EVA world, there's a real application for 
a robotic-type device for the retrieval function. Every 
time we did EVA from Gemini on, we've lost or almost 
lost hardware in orbit. So, based on experience, you're 
going to lose tools on Space Station, because you've 
got more people going out more often [and] doing lots of 
work. Hopefully it won't happen, but a crewman might 
become untethered and start drifting off [because] his 
hardware fails or he forgets to hook up to something 
with his tether. Assuming what is lost is valuable, criti- 
cal to the mission, or is a crewman, you can, by voice, 
command the Retriever to activate. 

"[The Retriever] is on standby, all checked out, and is 
ready to go in a very short time. You've got to get the 
crewman fairly quick because he's got consumables 
[oxygen, batteries, and water] that can only last so long. 

And the longer you wait, the harder it is to get him. You 
have to have more propulsion and go farther, since as 
the crewman starts drifting, he gets farther away faster 
because of the orbital mechanics.” 

The Retriever will be easier to maneuver closer in to 
the Station than the Shuttle would be. "Your best 
chance to get [the crewman] is early in the time frame, 
with the Retriever,” Hess explains. "Pretty soon you 
have to have something like the Shuttle to go way out 
there.” The robot, unlike the Shuttle, will always be pre- 
pared and available in its hangar. 

"If an astronaut were to drift away, we'd definitely go 
and get him," says Reuter. "We'd still try even if the ro- 
bot might not have enough propellant to retrieve him 
and return. 

"| think you'd take the chance, if there's any way at all 
to get the human with the robotic system," adds Hess. 
"You can take a lot more risk with it. You might lose 
[the multi-million dollar system], but that's just money, 
not lives. If you had to send a man out after the person 
you lost, you might risk losing the second crewman." 

When the Retriever reaches the crew member, "I 
think the most secure grip is to grab him in a bear hug,” 
Hess says. “We've put some tactile sensors on the 
forearms and chest for whole arm grasping, so [the ro- 
bot] can tell when it's coming into contact with him and 
won't squeeze too hard. 

"For things that aren't crewmen, [retrieval] will have 
to be decided real-time,” he continues. "If it's a [lost] 
tool, you have to start making some trade-offs with your 
robotic system. Is [the tool] high-cost, critical to the mis- 
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sion? Or is it something that has a lot of mass and 
could be a danger when it comes back? It might bump 
into the Station and damage valuable equipment or hit a 
crewman" on a later orbit. Also, retrieving equipment 
could save valuable time, since Shuttles will only bring 
new supplies up every 90 days. 

The Retriever is voice-activated from the radio com- 
munications loop, so the robot can be directed by | 
spacewalking astronauts, crew members inside Space 
Station, or controllers on the ground. "We call [that] su- 
pervised autonomy," Hess says. "[The robot] may make 
some recommendations, after it's activated, based on 
what it knows - how far the object it's chasing is and 
how much fuel it's using. But the human supervisor 
would make the real judgment calls. 

"Our goal is to try to get some smart robots working 
with the EVA crewmen. The EVA Retriever is the first 
Step. It's a very structured role, and you know what you 
have to do - going out, retrieving something and coming 
back. Later you can get more into the helper mode, 
[something] like a plumber's helper or a nurse to a sur- 
geon, handing him tools. 

"A teleoperated system where you run the robot from 
inside the Station ties up a human operator, " he ex- 
plains. "So it really isn't giving you productivity in all 
cases. But the problem with a highly autonomous robot 
is that you have to understand the task well in advance, 
so you Can automate it. Teleoperation can accommo- 
date a lot of tasks where you don't know things ahead of 
time, because the human's more in the loop. The tele- 
robotic system designed to maintain and repair the Sta- 
tion doesn't require an EVA crewman." 7. 4 

The JSC team decided on an autonomous, smart 
hand for the robot, instead of a series of interchangea- 
ble end effectors. "A dextrous hand can use existing 
tools and handholds that the crewmen use," explains 
engineer Larry C. Li. 

The Retriever was demonstrated at the JSC Engi- 
neering Expo in November 1990. Its autonomous, 
smart right hand is powered by seven drive motors, the 
hand has six possible motions or degrees of freedom for 
greater dexterity. "We need a hand and arm system 
that can grab [objects of] various shapes and sizes, 
without knowing ahead of time what they are," says 
Hess. 

With its touch and pressure sensors, the two fingers 
and thumb of the robot hand will actually be capable of 
greater sensitivity than a human hand. The sensors 
judge where an object is before touching it by bounc- 
ing infrared light beams off the target. The return sig- 
nals enable the three robotic fingers to curl around an 
object before grabbing it. This eliminates the risk of 
bumping the target and knocking it further away, since 
in zero gravity, objects tend to rebound like rubber 
balls. 

The left hand, developed in-house at JSC, is a three- 
fingered, non-anthropomorphic model that traps its tar- 
get as it closes. Its three motors furnish three degrees 
of freedom for the fingers. "A dextrous hand that's not 
anthropomorphic can still have the ability to adapt to hu- 
man interfaces," says Li. 

The robot's head has been placed on a turntable de- 
vice for rotation. The vision system now includes a 


¢ Number 2 


oa 
== = ts ‘om re 
ws + #6 Ls i 8 

— Om + we a he Zi . 


Artist's representation of EVA Retriever 


three video camera array, one to look straight ahead | 
and one at each side for peripheral vision or electroni- : 
cally scanning an area. Computer capacity has been 
upgraded by installing over two dozen 32-bit parallel 
processors. "To design a system like the human eye- — 
brain coordination is not yet possible,” says Don E. 
Rhoads, tracking systems engineer. “We're in the infant 
Stage of developing vision systems that can recognize 
objects." . 

Reuter estimates the total cost for an on-orbit opera- 
tional robot as "in the $90 million to $100 million range." 
He is proposing a flight experiment on the Shuttle with 
an improved Retriever adapted for space. To demon- 
Strate its rescue ability. the robot might rendevous with 
an astronaut in a maneuvering unit. 

"It's tough to build a robot that's as smart as a human 
right now, in that [human] size package," Hess says. 
"You come out with an anthropomorphic-type robot just 
because you're trying to do the same job a human 
does. It's natural evolution." 


Future of Robotics in Space 


Planetary exploration, such as Mars Rover and Sam- 
ple Return missions, will require robotic systems with in- 
creased intelligence and autonomy because of uncer- 
tain terrain, wide ranging collection of samples, and 
communication delays. During the Mars mission, the ro- 
bot rover's manipulators will collect samples, aid in re- 
covery from accidents, and make minor repairs during 
the 300-day traverse of the Martian surface. Then the 
rover must trek back to the ascent vehicle and transfer 
the sample canister to it for rendezvous and docking 
with the orbiting spacecraft and the flight home to Earth. 

Artificial intelligence, combined with teleoperations, 
will allow scientists on Earth to conduct experiments in 
space. Though robots will never replace astronauts in 
space, they will complement them, to our infinite gain. 
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Cellarman 


by Kurt Hyatt 


illustrated by Richard Tomasic 


Kurt Hyatt has been published in Space and Time. He is a naturalized citizen, originally from Toronto, Canada, 
who holds a B.A. degree in Creative Writing from the University of Kansas. He lives in Las Vegas, Nevada, and his 


non-writing hobbies include golf and jogging. 


Richard Tomasic is a free-lance cartoonist, based in Los Angeles. He creates both single panel cartoons and 
strips; some of his Strips first appeared inL.A. Funnies. He does a lot of miscellaneous gag cartoons these days, 


on both SF and mainstream subjects. 


There are all kinds of ways to earn a living, legal or 
otherwise, and no place with more scope to do it than 
Colony, a world of factories, mines and chemplants. 

But if you've spent the last ten years of your life dodging 
slice beams in the Android Rebellion or fought hand-to- 
hand with Cosax machine men in the swamps of Water- 
world, it’s pretty damn hard to settle down behind a 
desk all day keying datatapes and running to fat. 

So I'm what everyone here calls a cellarman. | do 
nasty, permanent things to living creatures whose only 
crime is to interfere with the smooth operation of hu- 
manity's vast machine on this planet. Which | suppose 
in some philosophical way they have a right to do, since 
they were scuttling about the rocks and spinetrees long 
before we sank the first mine shaft or raised the first tri- 
steel factory. So they fight back and | fight them and 
that's how | earn a living. 


When they sent me to Excon that morning, it looked 
like a routine call. | hadn't heard much about the place, 
except that they had a lot of labor problems and strikes 
before old man Forsyth took over and somehow got 
everything running smooth. 

| stood in the waiting hall letting my armpits dry and 
enjoying the coolness after the desert sunbake outside. 
Someone had dropped a few checks on the furnishings. 
Plenty of speerwood and brasse. Should be able to 


handle the bill if | found charworms eating the plastila- 
tion in the walls or zippos scampering from heat vents in 
the front office, scaring the panties off the secretaries. 

"Good morning, sir, and welcome to Excon, the pla- 
net's leader in prefabricated chemsteel girders and in- 
dustrial polysheet. Is there something | can help you 
with?” the receptionist greeted me. She was a nice little 
model IV, great legs encased in a tight blue dressuit and 
spun gold hair. 

"Yeah, I'm from Central Pest Control. | have a work 
order for a Mr. Smith.” 

"Oh, yes, he’s the company coordinator. Let me buzz 
him for you." 

"Thanks." 

It wasn't long before he stepped from the lift. Right 
away | recognized him despite the tailored exec suit 
which clashed badly with a dwarf body and a flushed, 
rotund face. Major Quann, in person. 

The asteroid wars, back in '29. He was my com- 
manding officer on Solitaire before he sold us out and 
went over to the Zeroids. All the months | spent in the 
Zeroid punishment camp, | fantasized of the day | would 
meet up with him in some appropriate place like the 
back of a spacebar or on some lonely walk ramp. | 
heard that after the war, he Went underground, working 
for the Orodi Smuggling Lords. So what was a dudu like 
Quann doing working for a legit company like Excon? 
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"You from Central? Good. | Mr. Smith,” he an- 
nounced, snatching the work order from my hand. Ob- 
viously, he didn't recognize me. “We have trouble in 
Machine Room techs tell me. Little gray things like so 
make comm and lights not work. Many in Machine 
Room.” 

"Sounds like you have wirebugs. Pretty routine in- 
dustrial pest on Colony. They like to nest in the com- 
munication boxes and eat insulation from the optic line- 
als." This brought me back to the reality that | had a 
job to do, and business did come before pleasure. 

"You can fix?" 

"Not too much of a job. Where's the expansion point 
for the infestation?" 

"Hah?" 

"Where are the bugs coming from?" 

"It on level B, under assembly plant. You follow wall 
readouts." He peered up at me with a kind of uneasy 
suspicion. "How long you be down there to fix?" 

"Depending on the roosts, usually about two hours." 
| caught sight of that model IV receptionist smiling at 
me from behind her speakwrite. 

"Two hours to finish. Good. If job take longer you 
talk plant manager level G." 


"Will do, Mr....Smith." 
"You check back me when done. Not forget." 
"Right." 


| lugged my toolbox to the lift past the still-smiling re- 
ceptionist. Vox, that model IV did have nice legs. 

I'll say this about Excon, their plant did stink. | gota 
whiff coming down the warehouse lift and it ripened to 
a tangible presence in the steam and bustle of the as- 
sembly floor. 

| took the nosefilters from my belt, and working them 
up my nostrils, checked the place out. It was a great lit- 
tle operation. | watched the extruder load the lines 
creaking all around me, and the white uniformed 
cathaulers moving through the vapor from long celon 
dip tanks. Up in the murk of overhead scaffolding, | no- 
ticed all the induction fans had been shut off. That 
wouldn't help the stink problem, whatever it was. 

| found the ramp and followed it down to the Ma- 
chine Room. The smell got a lot worse, nipping at the 
eyes. It was quieter at this level, and darker too. Rows 
of vacuum wheels and pressure engines ranged out of 
sight in the gloom, broken by the yellow glow from wall 
bars. Lines and cables from the darkness above hung 
like Creepers in a humid, throbbing jungle. There was a 
pattering of feet from under some machinery, then si- 
lence. Wirebugs? Maybe. 

slid my particle gun from its holster and checked 
the clip gauge. Then the meter on my lightstick. Both 
fully charged. | set the toolbox down by the railing and 
from inside clipped two packs of sonic lugs to my belt. 

It was an old joke on Colony that the average cellar- 
man hauled enough equipment to arm three Peace- 
makers. We had to. Colony was the industrial heart- 
planet of the system. We had carpeted every kilometer 

with weapons forges, neotextile plants, chem dumps, 

mines and fusion domes. All this exposure to chemi- | 
cals and odd types of radiation over the centuries did a 
lot of funny things to the native plant and animal life. 


They just sort of adapted to a new environment. 

Like eels breeding in silos of waste oil. Slime blobs 
feasting on concrete walls. Thermites crawling into en- 
gines and munching the alumide casings on speed 
bearings. 

Sometimes they got big and nasty. Claws and suck- 
ers lunging from a pile of warehouse crates to drag 
some screaming belt mechanic back into the shadows 
for a bedtime snack. | remember the time we had a 
flock of hairy nightmares roosting up in the lofts of the 
Sandcrawler Fabrication Building. They'd swoop down 
on some poor girl soldering microbars, carry her high 
above the transport dock and dump her. Then they'd 
flutter down and suck up the spillage. 

The lightstick beam wandered over the concrete 
floor. It was crisscrossed with the little splayfoot tracks 
of wirebugs. Plenty of them. | got to work placing box- 
traps in likely places throughout the room. | could see 
flocks of them scurrying from the path of my lightstick. | 
placed the last of the traps and closed up my toolbox. 
By morning they‘d all be lured inside by the scent and 
vaporized into nothingness. 

A sign swam into the lightstick. PUMP ROOM. Be- 
low it was a steel trapdoor held in place by a large lock- 
bar. That's funny, | thought, fingering the lock. Here 
was another level below the Machine Room and anoth- 
er possible source of wirebugs. Why didn't they have 
me check it out? Maybe they forgot to mention they had 
a pump room. Or maybe they didn't want me to check it 
out. Mr. Smith alias Major Quann. 

| flicked the lightstick onto the lockbar and tumed the 


_ frequency to red load. Steel began to boil under the 


beam, molten drops running down the hatch like ball 
bearings. | worked my fingers under the edge, and aft- 
er some real sweating got it pried up and clanged back 
against its hinges. Immediately, a swarm of wirebugs 
fled from the shaft, gushed around my boots like dirty 
water and vanished into the Machine Room shadows. 

The shaft leading to the pump room was as black as 
a drainslug's colon and made the stink in the assembly 
plant and Machine Room smell like a spring wind blow- 
ing over a field of syberines. It seemed to push through 
my nosefilter and water my eyes with the complexity of 
a fine wine - a symphony of odors ranging from vintage 
gomphdroppings, gangrenous blood and metacyline lac- 
quer solvent. 

This was something new. No plant | had ever 
squashed a wirebug or blasted a mine flapper in had 
smelled so bad. | eased out my particle gun and care- 
fully climbed down the ladder until | was standing on the 
floorplates of the Pump Room. 

The pump squatted like a huge spider among a litter 
of thick conduit reaching off out of sight. Under feeble 
blue lights | could make it out as an older model Phase 
Twenty Circulator. Pretty silent for an old girl, though: a 
nice regular sighing, like a sleeping ogre. | pulled my 
lightstick and shone it around. The beam ran over pipes 
and cables, random piles of equipment shrouded in 
dust. A couple of wirebugs skittered from the light and 
took refuge under a relay box. 

Nothing. No sign of leakage that | could see and the 
stench was giving me the starwarp of all headaches. 
Where in Zerid was it coming from? Maybe from inside 
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the pump itself. 

| clambered up the rails to the inspection cover and 
snapped the seals. It took some good muscling to 
swing it open, the shrieks from corroded hinges running 
up and down the walls, fading off into the distance. Just 
under the lid, the celon swirled like a silent black lake, 
sending back muted glints from the lightstick. A shroud 
of vapor dripped over the lip, causing the skin on my 
hands and face to tingle and my eyes to water in ear- 
nest. This was it. This was where the smell was com- 
ing from. | took a long careful breath through my nose- 
filter. 

Something was polluting the celon in the pump, the 
lines and the big dip tanks in the assembly plant. They 
needed to get their chemical boys down here fast and 
take some samples - 

There was a frantic splash and something exploded 
from the celon to grab me by the front of my vest. It 
looked like a huge black leech, its eyeless face a mass 
of spines and jerking antennae. | threw myself back 
from the lid, trying to shake it off but it had a deathgrip 
with these pincers. Thrashing madly, it was slowly drag- 
ging me through the hatchway. | clutched the lower rail- 
ing against the silent immense strength of the thing. | 
knew | didn't dare free one of my hands for a grab at my 
particle gun. 

There was a frothing of the liquid inside the pump 
chamber and | saw a horde of these leech things 
splashing around, trying to push their way past their 
shipmate and get those madly scissoring pincers into 
me. It was chow time for sure. | 

| managed to get my knee against the top railing and 
using this as a leverage, grabbed the hatch cover with 
my right hand and slammed the lid shut across it. That 
did it. It gave a squirm, took a snap at my face and fell 
back among its friends. Another second and | had the 
hatch closed and the locks snapped tight. 

| steadied myself on the ladder and wiped a forearm 
across my face. Well, this was a whole new job, but not 
that much more expensive than a wirebug vaporization. 
All | had to do was get them to shut down the system, 
pump the celon through a filter into a holding tank where 
| could take care of those babies with a voltage grenade 
or equally nasty goody from my box of tricks. Time to 
see the plant manager and arrange it. No big case. Or 
so it seemed at the time. 

Taking the tube to the upper office levels was like 
warping to another planet. Plenty of light and clean air, 
no noise or nosefilters. | walked in the door and into the 
bright smile of another model IV receptionist. 

"Good morning, sir, and welcome to Excon, the pla- 
net's leader in prefabricated chemsteel girders and in- 
dustrial polysheet,” she said cheerfully. “Is there so- 
mething | can help you with?" 

"Sure you can. I'd like to see the plant manager." | 
had to say this about Excon; they certainly had good 
taste in andrexes. This one was a perky brunette 
squeezed into a pink bodysheath. 

"You must mean Mr. Herzog. Say, aren't you the cel- 
larman...excuse me, the pest control expert Mr. Jones 
called in?" 

"You mean Mr. Smith, don't you?" 

"Of course, how silly of me.” 


"Right. Now where can | find this Mr. Herzog?" | 
asked, checking out the big office. Then | noticed so- 
mething. There weren't any people. All | could see was 
empty desks and chairs but with the readout screens lit 
and running. 

"What happened, is everybody gone to an early lunch 
or something?" 

"Oh no, we no longer use humans in our administra- 
tion. All our departments: Sales, Billing, Records and 
all that. Everything has been put on automatic." 

"How long ago did this happen?” 

“My, let me think. Mr. Forsyth authorized the dismis- 
sals about a year ago.” 

"You're saying this whole show is being run by For- 
syth and a roomful of machines?" 

"Just what do you mean by that?” The bright smile 
abruptly became a pout. 

"Well, it's sort of unusual...” 

"| know what you mean. You think I'm just another 
piece of machinery around here, like a letter sealer ora 
compbank." 

"Not exactly..." 

"Let me tell you | may be constructed of chemsteel 
and protoflesh but I'm just as good as any human you're 
likely to see. And may | tell you, more woman than 
you've ever met, although I'm not about to prove it, be- 
cause I'm sure you're not my type.” 

"Look, | didn't - " 

"And I'm definitely not attracted to walking armories 


covered in dust and smeared with oil. So don't try ask- 


ing me out. | don't care how big and blond you are or 
how cute you look when you roll your eyes and sigh with 
exasperation.” 

"| apologize! | sincerely take back anything | may 
have unknowingly said to offend you." Andrex in need 
of routine emotional circuit tuneup. I've seen this hap- 
pen before when they get overworked. "Now might | 
humbly ask where Mr. Herzog is hiding?" 

The pout sucked back a bit. "Room 110, just down 
the hall. You can't miss it.” 

"| thank you.” 

| wasn't ready for Herzog or his office. That curvy lit- 
tle andrex should have tipped me off. | was standing on 
apple-green carpet embroidered with a huge red set of 
lips and protruding tongue. The maniac jangling of an 
Eutrusian sitar was coming from somewhere and the 
walls were littered with pop music holograms and in- 
comprehensible murals. The place looked like a tech 
cadet dorm. | took a cautious sniff. The air was loaded 
with the sour, oily smell of dhung. But the plant super- 
visor was nowhere to be seen. 

A fountain of smoke suddenly lifted from behind the 
desk. | leaned over to see a figure in a purple velvetex 
coverall sprawled on his back, teeth clenched around an 
ornamental dhungpipe. 

"Ah...Mr. Herzog?” 

A pair of muddy eyes flipped open and focused. He 
lurched up and steadying himself on the back of the 
chair, offered a limp hand. 

"Hey hey hey. Come down and see go shipmate. 

It's tight all round and do glad from here to Syron Three. 
What do this earthbrother coming on lightdrive fine for 
you?" 
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"Yeah...I'm from Central Pest Control and | was 
called in to handle a wirebug infestation you were hav- 
ing in your Machine Room. Well, that was routine and 
easily treated. But there's another - " 

"So come and go easy so and settle your tailsection 
chairtime while | stand myperson down.” He snickered 
and jabbed the stem of the pipe at me, nearly dinging 
me inthe eye. "Like acrash, spacebrother? Good 
gross. Right off the jumpship didly on up Spiros path 
from the Sacred D. No twist my lip, harpsangel time." 
He slouched in his seat, dhungsmoke wrapping him in 
his own fogbank. 

"The wirebugs aren't your only problem down level. 
You have some kind of mutant life form breeding in your 
pump reservoir," | explained carefully, wondering how 
much was getting past the dhung. "I'm no chem biolo- 
gist but it seems to me that the mutant's body or body 
waste is reacting with the tank celon. That's where you 
get the smell." 

Herzog seemed to be staring at a nonexistent object 
to my right. "Big topside earthbrother fanned coins on 
your easypath down to shoo wirebug earthbrothers to 
far slipschute phase nine. What your lids flutter in pump 
res no problemwise." : 

"Let me run that past you again. Your pump tank and 
probably the whole pipe system on level B is crammed 
with the nastiest little squorks you ever laid eyes on. 
And if you don't believe me, let's take a little trip downle- 


~ vel and I'll let you stick your head in a certain hatch." 


"Hey hey, spacebrother. Make go pass on your hap- 
py gland this pumproom readout. Maybe later we can 
zabo on bobb a true do on bad passing gas trouble 
down pump scene. Maybe later, spacebrother.” He ex- 
haled smoke at the ceiling and closed his eyes. "You 
just track your magsoles zippo to worldshine without 
and we kiss your payman company coming on strong 
from the lightship of smiles.” 

"Look, Herzog, I'm only going to need a couple of 
your techs -" But the plant manager was on his way 
back to the hideous carpet. He tilted sideways, and still 
grinning around his dhungpipe, vanished behind the 
blotter. 

So this was the end of the job at Excon. Just turn in 
my sheet to billing and leave. After all, it was their pro- 
blem. If they wanted to live with a stinkpool smell in 
their assembly plant and giant crawlers in their plumb- 
ing, why should | complain? If they got tired of it later | 
could always come back and fix things. 

Yet in a corner of my mind came a little voice saying 
that everything was not as it seemed. That they knew 
about the leeches a long time before | came along and 
probably made the same conclusion about the smell. It 
was almost like they wanted them there. And why did 
Forsyth fire his administration, put everything on auto- 
matic, yet keep two zeroes like Herzog and Smith, alias 
Major Quann? 

Quann. | had almost forgotten about our reunion. 
And it occurred to me what he was involved in had to 
smell worse than Excon’s pump room. Now what could 
that be? 

Another gout of smoke drifted from behind Herzog's 
desk to fan out over the ceiling. It was time for a sec- 
ond inspection of Excon property downlevel. And this 
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one was going to be on the house. 

| found myself a little nest of empty drums near the 
assembly plant storage area and when | was sure no 
one was looking my way, ducked inside. The smell in 
the place was still there, strong as ever and it brought 
back the familiar headache. 

For awhile | watched the coming and going of white 
uniforms moving through the steam. Flawlessly, the 
newly-made chemsteel girders slid from the injector 
chutes, dropped into the celon tanks when they were 
hooked out and sent along a conveyer track out of sight. 

Very efficient. That's the impression | got of both the 
machinery and the workers. Nobody talked, nobody 
stretched or yawned or just goofed off fora moment. A 
buzzer went off and they all marched off as one, while 
the next shift marched in and got right to work. They re- 
minded me of a crew of Astrone mining automatons, but 
without the good humor and camaraderie. 

Then | saw it. | first took it for a dark rag draped over 
the side of a dip tank until it sprang up and sank its pinc- 
ers into a passing worker. He stopped dead and let the 
leech just hang there, jerking. | had a pretty good idea 
of what it was up to. After a minute or so, it dropped 
with a wet plop to the floor, and using its spines, 
crawled to the tank, hauled itself up the side and slid 
from sight. The worker took a few unsteady steps, then 
went on to adjust some equipment as if nothing had 
happened. 

"Hey! Hold it a second, shipmate!" 1 scrambled from 
my pile of drums and hurried over to the former a la 


carte special. | 


He paused with a screwdriver over an idler cam and 
peered at me, his goggles glinting in the overhead 
lights. 

"Afternoon, spacer,” he said. "I sure hope what you 
have to say to me won't take much time because we're 
three units behind a new production record." 

"Don't worry about it," | consoled him. "Want to tell 
me why you let that leech thing help itself to a free meal 
off you? Did it feel good, or something?" 

"What leech thing, shipmate?" 

"Right. Let me take a look at your chest." 

"As | was saying, a new production record - " 

"What's your name, shipmate?" 

"Elno Gruber. Employee CY91 18, fifth shift.” 

"Well, Elno, I'm the new Corporation Executive Offic- 
er from the Department of Dispersing Nine Millimeter 
Set Screws. Now let me see your chest." 

"Um...| suppose so." He reluctantly put away his 
tools and pulled the zipper on his uniform. “Getting 
back to what | was telling you, fifth shift is about to set a 
new production record this cycle for girders and if we 
do, we get to have our quota increased by two hundred 
units.” 

“That's wonderful, Elno." His chest was a mass of 
angry puncture wounds, old and new. "What about 
these marks here?" 

"Of course, second shift has the lead in rail and rivet 
production. But we've volunteered an extra two cycles 
a shift and that'll beat them, just you wait." 

"How long have you worked here, Elno?" 

"Third shift is nowhere near us either. But don't get 
me wrong. They're a great bunch of shipmates and nat- 
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urally we're all in there pulling for the greatest company 
on Colony. Yeah." 

"I'm sure glad to hear that. Say, let me take a look at 
those goggles of yours." His pupils were contracted to 
the size of diodes and he seemed to be staring through 
me to some production quota a kilometer away. 

"Can | get back to work, spacer? Of course I'll have 
to deduct the time I've spent shooting the voids with you 
from my punch bar." 

"Get to work, Elno." He replaced his goggles and 
slouched off to be lost in the steam. 

So this was why Excon stopped having their labor 
problems. A whole crew of drugged drones slaving 
away shift after shift for a few checks. Vox knows how 
long they expected to get away with this. But then 
again, | had to admit their production record was damn 
impressive. And what right did | have to be lounging 
around here while fifth shift lands that extra two hundred 
unit quota? | should be pitching in and helping them get 
an even higher one. Why in Zerid should | be left out of 
the greatest company on Colony working for the great- 
est bunch of shipmates? 

Through a thousand meters of fog | found myself on 
my hands and knees on the concrete floor babbling 
about girder quotas and company loyalty. A numbness 
was creeping through me, like a subzero cold freezing 
my arms and legs, eal my brain into an eternal wint- 
ery sleep. Like a sleepwalker, | fumbled in my vest for 
my emergency oxyrespirator. 

There was a splash, followed by a dull wet thud from 
the celon tank behind me. Even in my fogged state, | 
had a real good idea what it was. | fell over on my side 
and grabbed the butt of my particle gun. 

The eyeless face reared over me, liquid dripping 
down the black shapeless body. It paused as if licking 
its chops, pincers slowly opening and closing. 

The red needle of my particle gun hit it dead square, 


- scattering juices, spines and body parts like the insides 


of a dropped fruit. | lowered the gun to the floor. A 
thousand years later | pulled my oxyrespirator loose and 
strapped it on, ignoring a maniac voice in my mind chat- 
tering about quotas, the great guys in the front office 
and the need to get my lazy buttocks to work. For 
awhile | enjoyed my own private light show, then gradu- 
ally, my brain began to clear. 


| was amazed how only one kick smashed the door 
from its hinges and tossed pieces over the thick rug. 

I'll say this for Forsyth, he didn't bat an eyelash when | 
came strolling in. 

"Good afternoon, Mr. Forsyth, I'm from Central Pest 
Control. I'd like a few words with you if you could spare 
the time.” 

"| don't believe | have you on my appointment read- 
outs,” he replied casually. 

"Gee, | must have ee to make ‘ale i 

"Then | suppose all | can say is you'll have to come 
back at a later time.” 

| placed my knuckles on his hand-tooled sithide blot- 
ter and stuck my face into his. 

"I'll leave when I've had my say, Forsyth. I've just 
come from that chamber of horrors you've got going 
down there in your assembly plant. You know, | once 


visited the Penal Colony on Solitaire and saw their pun- 
ishment pits. But that looks like staff R and R compared 
to Excon.” 

"| think you had better explain yourself and do it fast. 
I'm not sitting here making doodles on my viscreen, you 
know." 

"Fine. Let's talk about several hundred of your work- 
ers drugged by some gas given off by the pump system. 
I'll bet they work cheaper and better than the latest in- 
dustrial andrex. They don't worry about pain or fatigue 
and cheerfully log the long hours and ever-increasing 
quotas you set. Let's talk about the mutant leeches in 
the tanks dining on their blood. And don't tell me you 
and Herzog didn't know exactly what was going on for 
how long, Forsyth - months? Years?" 

He leaned back on his chair and eyed me with good 
humor mingled with a fair amount of contempt. 

"Now let me tell you what you really saw, Mr. 
Ernspiker. You saw members of the Excon team, the 
most hardworking, loyal employees in any factory on the 
planet. | provide comfortable quarters, simple yet nour- 
ishing food, clothes and job security for all. Isn't that 
what you saw?" He jabbed his pen into my vest. "And 
as to the supposed...ah, mutant leech attacks, well, I'm 
sure my people would have complained by now if that 
was happening. Don't you think?” 

“Let me tell you what is going to happen, Forsyth.” | 
grabbed him by the front of his jacket and jerked him 
from his seat. "When | walk out of here I'm jetting right 
to the Colony's Labor Commissioner and turn your fat 
Siecle in. And when they hear about this little opera- 
tion you'll be lucky to get off with twenty cycles in the 
agony chamber." 

| felt something shoved into the back of my head. L 
looked around to see Quann pointing a blaster at my 
face. 

"Me take him to the Green Room now, Mr. Forsyth? 
Me fix so no one know where he go.” 

"That won't be necessary, Mr. Smith." Forsyth set- 
tled comfortably back into his chair and gave out a pa- 
tient sigh. “That's not going to happen, you know." 

"Tell me how you're so sure.” 

"Because one of the biggest investors in Excon is 
Colony's Labor Commissioner. In fact, a lot of people 
have investments here. They can see us as a growing 
and profitable concern and are not likely to react to a 
torrent of wild accusations from some warphappy cellar- 
man. 

"But you rush on down there, young man. I'm sure 
they'll have all the proper complaint forms for you to fill 
out and get on the Commission wait sheet. But | don't 
think we'll be seeing each other again.” 

"Me take him Green Room now, Mr. Forsyth? Me fix 
him good, no be trouble us," Quann pleaded. 

"Not necessary, Mr. Jones. Just escort him from 
company property.” 

"You mean Mr. Smith,” | said. 

"You have a very quick mind and great powers of ob- 
servation, young man. You wouldn't believe how hard it 
is to find intelligent, competent people in business now- 
adays. | have to settle for chaff, | tell you, chaff. It's 
such a pity a man like you has to be so sentimentally at- 
tached to humanity and so unrealistic towards the excel- 
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lent system | have operating here at Excon." 

"I've heard they had a system a lot like yours on Old 
Earth. It was called slavery." 

Forsyth studied me bleakly. "I almost forgot. I'll be 
deducting the cost of my office door when your compa- 
ny bills me. Take him away." 

Then Quann finally got around to doing what he 
should have at first - relieving me of my weapons. He 
grabbed the butt of my particle gun and let off an 
agonized squall as he hit the deck on the other side of 
the room, his snub gun flying in the opposite direction. | 
had my lightstick out in a snap and flicked it to red load 
as | drew on them both. 

"Like my little electron grenade booby-trap, Smith? 
Or wasn't | showing proper respect to my former com- 
mander?" 

Quann stopped rocking back and forth on his knees 
with his injured hand tucked under an armpit to stare at 
me. Slowly the color drained from his face. 

"What you mean?" he whispered. 

"My, how the years have affected your memory, 
Quann. Like a few hints? Solitaire? The men and 
women you sold out to the Zeroids?" 

Quann’'s eyes were fixed on the business end of the 
lightstick. He looked like he had just been disembow- 
eled and someone was about to step on his colon. 

"Nothing to say, huh?" | glanced at my belt timebar. 
“That's too bad because I've a few cycles to kill.” 

Forsyth's scowl darkened to an ugly slit. "You're up 


to something, Ernspiker. I'm too shrewd a businessman | 


not to see this little scenario in my office is just a farce 
you're playing out for some reason.” : 
| leaned again the wall and made Quann a little sick- 
er by carelessly tapping the lightstick's button. "Actual- 
ly, I'm just pondering on what nine months in a Zeroid 
punishment camp is worth to Mr. Smith here." 

"You're Stalling for time. Why are you stalling for 
time, Ernspiker?" 

"Well, if you must know, while | was lying on your ma- 
chine room floor recovering from the celon tank gas, | 
was thinking...what would | do if | was one of your loyal 
employees cum slave and came to my right mind, realiz- 
ing what you and your happy crew had been up to. And 
| did notice that one of the side effects of the gas is a 
maniacal rage. Interesting, eh?" 

"I've had just about enough of you and your arrogant 
self-righteousness, cellarman," Forsyth interrupted. 
Since you're so interested in penal colonies, I'm going to 
promise you a renewed acquaintance of at least - " 

There was a wild babble of voices in the hallway out- 
side, growing in volume and bellicosity. There were an- 
gry yells and the crash of doors being broken down and 
furniture depreciated. A mob of workers in white jump- 
suits burst into the front office and swarmed up to For- 
syth's doorway. 

It was the crew from the Machine Room and it didn't 
appear as if they were here to humbly ask for a slight in- 
crease in pay. Forsyth blanched and an ominous si- 
lence fell. 

Shakily, Forsyth got up from behind his desk. 

"What's happening?" he asked in a quavering voice. 
"What is the meaning of this?” 
"| was just about to let you in on a little secret," | said, 
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smugly enjoying the moment. "Before | came up for our 
cordial chat, | turned on all the induction fans in the 
plant. The Machine Room must be packed with the 
freshest air you can find on Colony." 

A worker elbowed his way to the front of the crowd and 
jabbed his finger like a snub gun at the Excon president. 

"There he is, shipmates!" he announced. "High pay, 
bonuses and paid vacations to the Radnor Pleasure As- 
teroid he promised us. And what did we get? Long 
hours, slops for food and | for one ain't seen a paycard 
since | been here!” 

"Elno! How is the production quota coming along?" | 
asked. "Is second shift still the leader in rail and rivet 
production?" 

"Prong the production quota and the rails and rivets. 
Prong us all for not figuring out what was happening to 
us all this time." His voice rose to a screech. "Down to 
the shop with them, shipmates! Let's give them a taste 
of their own wardrations!" 

The room shook to a roar from fifty voices. The 
crowd surged forward, submerging Forsyth and Quann 
in a wave of bodies, fists and flailing wrenches. 

Screaming and struggling, they were dragged 
through the front office and down the corridor to the lifts. 

Gradually the noise died away in the distance, leaving 
me to select a choice New Chicago cigar from Forsyth's 
humidor and settle myself comfortably into the recently 
vacated chair. 

“The workers! They've assaulted Mr. Smith and Mr. 
Herzog and even Mr. Forsyth and taken them to the Ma- 
chine Room!" The perky andrex receptionist rushed 

‘into the office, her eyes wild and bewildered. "They... 
they've thrown them into the celon tanks." 

"So?" | exhaled smoke at the ceiling and propped 
my boots up on the hand-tooled blotter. | had finally 
found something | liked about Forsyth - his brand of ci- 
gars. 

"But the tanks were full of these squiggly black things 
and they haven't come up yet!" 

"Somehow | don't think they will. But that's nothing 
for you to worry about; the Peacemen will be here soon- 
er or later to sort it out. All it means to you is you're out 
of a job.” 

"Yes, but...What is going to happen now?" 

"By a happy coincidence, Central Pest Control has 
an opening for a receptionist in their Personnel Depart- 
ment. | can put in a good word for you if you're interest- 
ed." 

"Um...1 suppose under the circumstances that might 
be something to think about,” she replied hesitantly. 

"Great. Are you any good at speakbar dictation?" 

For a moment she stood gazing at me, then a smile 
spread out from the corners of her mouth. Languorous- 
ly, she eased her rounded bottom onto the edge of the 
late Mr. Forsyth’'s desk. 

"Blondie," she purred, “I'm good at everything." 

I've never been in the habit of calling a lady a liar, 
even a magnificently proportioned reproduction of 
synthe-steel and protoflesh. | got up and offered her my 
arm. 

"Let's discuss the details of your new employment in 
the more convivial surroundings of a cozy bistro | know 
of." 
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Additional 
Reading 


Trillion Year Spree: The History of ScienceFiction by 
Bran Aldiss. New York: Atheneum, 1986. (No longer in 
print in hardcover, but currently available in paperback 
from Avon Books) 


Interested in the history of robot stories? Or the ways 
in which actual space exploration has influenced science 
fiction writers? You'll probably find the answer in Brian Al- 
diss'Trillion Year Spree (an update of Billion Year Spree, 
which originally appeared in 19793). 

Unlike some other “studies of science fiction” I've read, 
the book doesn't try to trivialize the genre. In his discus- 
sion of its history, Aldiss is quite scholarly. For example, 
Part |, "Out of the Gothic,” examines in detail the forefa- 
thers of science fiction. Although he considers Mary 
Shelley's Frankenstein to be the first novel that can truly 
be defined as science fiction, he also disucsses earlier 
novels that brush the edges of the genre. From Franken- 
stein, he progresses onward to Poe, H.G. Wells, Edgar 
Rice Burroughs, and the advent of the science fiction 
magazine. 

Part Il, “ Into the Big Ti Time" examines science fiction 
from the 1950s on. Here Aldiss looks at those authors 
who laid the foundations for today's science fiction, and 
those who are still writing. He also examines two phe- . 
nomena which have popularized science fiction - movies 
and cons. The final chapter, "The Future Now,” looks at 
what science fiction might become. 

Trillion Year Spree is not a lightweight look at science 
fiction. It is serious literary criticism, and as such, proba- 
bly belongs on the reference bookshelf of any science fic- 
tion reader. (A word to the wise: don't try to get a copy 
through interlibrary loan as | did - it's impossible to digest 
the 500+ pages in two weeks’ time!) 


Robots: Machines in Man's Image by |saac Asimov and 
Karen A. Frenckel. New York: Harmony Books, 1985, 
and Reinventing Man: The Robot Becomes Reality by 
Igor Aleksander and Piers Burnett. New York: Holt, 
Rinehart and Winston, 1983. 


Though neither Robots nor Reinventing Man are recent 
publications, they do present a clear overview of the his- 
tory of robotics, and of robotic technology of the 1970s 
and early 1980s. Reinventing Mar’s text, while written for 
the layperson, looks at the technical aspects of robots 
moreso than does Hobots, and is illustrated with numer- 
ous figures and diagrams. Aobots is illustrated primarily 
with photos, and Asimov devotes more time to discussion 
of “entertainment” and “teaching” robots. As the best- 
known Creator of fictional robots, he also of course dis- 
cusses the role of robots in science fiction. 


Life and 
Times in 
Ripley, Ohio 


Life has moved on in the last several months! You 
may have noticed a new Disruption Creator listed on our 
masthead - Dora June was born in August 1990. 

It's easy to forget what havoc one small person can 
create, after having become accustomed to the relative 
calm of a six-year old! Try typing one-handed while 
holding a sleeping baby on your lap - one who wakes to 
scream if you even contemplate putting her in her crib 
foranap. . Try to compose an editorial while being as- 
saulted by those screams; if some of my remarks don't 
make much sense, you'll know the reason why. Or 
worse yet, try holding a very much awake baby who 
thinks that the computer keyboard and mouse are toys 
exclusively for her amusement. The result is a lot of ty- 
pos and very little intelligible writing. 


It's hard to describe the essence of being a Sate - 


_ the frustration, the tears, laughter and joy. The closest 


another parent can get is to say; "I Know what you 
mean. (I've been there.)" Non-parents must simply 
shake their heads in bewilderment (while possibly think- 
ing, "How tacky can you get?") 


Response to our first issue has definitely been good. 
Comments have been both negative and positive, and 
positive, and have provided us with lots of food for 
thougNt. 

For example, we learned that the overwhelming ma- 
jority of you didn't find our cartoons very humorous. 
You'd gladly sacrifice the cartoons for another story. 
Perhaps we've been reading The New Yorker too long; 
maybe this means we need a couple cartoon editors. 
(Volunteers, anyone?) 

Possibly there's a cartoon generation gap - the "Star 
Trek” inspired cartoons, featuring the frustrated little ali- 
en, appealed more to survey respondents who were 
over 30. Nevertheless, we're prepared to try again. Let 
us know what you think. 

Most of you liked our “read at one sitting” concept. 
Several of you did express disappointment both in the 
scarcity of stories and the price - you felt that you could 
get more stories for the same amount of money in other 
publications. This is certainly a legitimate complaint, but 
if we went for many more stories, we'd be destroying 
the very notion behind the magazine. 

You will doubtless have noticed, however, that small 
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press publications are, by and large, more expensive 
than their “pro” counterparts. This is because, odd as it 
may sound, it costs the small press folk more to produce 
their zines, simply because they have less capital. The 
old adage “buy in bulk" doesn't work if they don't have 
the money to do so. So, they buy less, but pay more. If 
they're to break even, at the very least, they must set 
the cover price of their zines accordingly. 

Everybody has their own expenses, and the way they 
meet them is by charging their customers for their servic- 
es. For example, it costs a printer money to prepare his 
equipment for a job. That cost is included in the price he 
quotes us to print a Hobson's. The cost of producing the 
first few hundred copies will be quite high, comparatively 
speaking, because those set-up costs will be figured in 
If the price per copy is to come into a reasonable range 
for us, he needs to print quite a few copies, probably 500 
or more. 

So what to do? Photocopying actually costs about the 
same, perhaps less if we do most of the work ourselves. 
But we're competing with photo-offset publications, some 
of which are probably printed on slick, coated paper 
(which we can't afford). Will the photocopied result look 
as professional? 

Then there's anachronistic mimeograph. This is 
doubtless the least expensive route of all. But would it 
be accepted in these days of laser ciliate photo-ofiset, 
and photocopying? 

What a dilemma! For the moment, we've chosen pho- 
tocopying, although we've had to accept tradeoffs here, 
such ds a side-stapled zine instead of a saddle-stitched 
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one. 

This ends my impromptu economics lesson (aren't 
you glad!). However, if you're interested in "seat of your 
pants publishing” you may enjoy reading Clifford Burke's 
Printing It. This book, although it was published in the 
1970s, (before the days of desktop publishing) is still a 
very good guide for the impoverished publisher. 


Back to your comments once more. True to form, our 
"Hobson's Choice” wasn't everybody's choice. Those 
who aren't Bradbury fans didn't enjoy "The Crazy Loves 
of Ray Bradbury” (though you praised the piece as a 
well-written article). If you aren't a fantasy fan, chances 
are you were lukewarm about “Who Walks By Moon- 
light." At least one of you felt that "Who Walks by Moon- 
light" had an overworked theme. Others said they 
learned nothing new about Bradbury, as they'd read the 
same information elsewhere. 

Some of you felt that "science fiction and technology" 
was a misnomer, and suggested science fiction and fan- 
tasy instead. May you have found this issue more true 
to ourname. There will be more nonfiction of this nature 
in upcoming issues. 

All your comments have been hel pful and have given 
us the courage to continue with this adventure. Please 
keep on letting us know what you think, both of our se- 


. lections, and our way of presenting them. Your opinions 


are very important to us, and we promise always to take 
them into account. Write us at P.O. Box 98, Ripley, OH 
45167-0098 or call us between 9:00 a.m. and 7:00 p.m. 
EST at (513) 392-4549. 


Dead 
Men’s 
Letters 


A comment zine about things written by people who 
probably are no longer who they were when they wrote 
them, from Guy Consolmagno, SJ, residing at 1331 W. 
Albion, Chicago, IL 60636 


Rod: As one unpublished writer to another, you have 
my sympathies. In my lifetime (I must keep reminding 
myself) I have published two dozen scientific papers, one 
popular book, there’s a textbook on the way (Prentice Hall 
has signed a contract with Martha Schaefer and me for 
Worlds Apart: A Textbook of the Solar System, delivery 
due m December—hurrah!) but I have yet to publish a 
single work of fiction of any length in any format on any 
topic, except for fanzines where I was the editor! Perhaps 
this is nature’s way of telling me something. The most 
recent rejection letter I got, from an agent, said “we do not 
have the necessary enthusiasm for the book to feel we 
would be able to market it successfully,” which is another 
way Of saying it’s so bad they’d be embarrassed to be 
associated with it! I have to suspect that, maybe, they’re 
right. So why do I keep writing? Because it’s fun... 

About my comments about fans... the most telling 
response I got, when telling this story (in Barry’s living 
room, as I recall) was someone describing a survey of 
fans at a convention: an overwhelming majority said that 
they come to cons to meet their friends, but that they felt 
most of the other people at the cons were really weird and 
that they wish they didn’t come... 


Joachim: Hope you like Birmingham. I grew up there, 
on 15 Mile and Cranbrook, an easy bicycle ride from the 
Cranbrook Science Museum. I have fond memories of the 
museum, but rather mixed memories of Birmingham. (It 
was too white and too affluent for the 60’s.) 

Recent books worth noting, huh? If I listed them, you’d 
realize that I was a student (hence, The Critique of Pure 
Reason and Being and Time) with a fondness for 
dreadful mysteries (hence, Dead Men's Letters, by Erle 
Stanley Gardner). The only SF I’ve read recently is the 
most recent Stasheff novel, which is a long exegesis of 
Roman Catholic theology (fine, I guess, if you go for that 
stuff... except that I am doing that in school right now) 
and Kim Stanley Robinson’s The Gold Coast, which was 


pretty good. The latter I picked up partly as an excuse to 
go visit Alice Bentley’s SF store, partly because I have 
volunteered (foolish me!) to sit on various panels at 
Capricon in three weeks, and so I thought it might be 
politic to read something by the GoH, who will be 
panelling with me. What I am most looking forward to, at 
this convention, is getting to meet P. C. Hodgell, the 
author of God Stalk, one of my all time favorite books. 
The book, and she, have attracted a cult following because 
of the intense imagery, fascinating world, deep 
philosophical implications, etc. etc. I liked it because the 
main character reminded me of a girl I once dated! 


Susannah: Congrats on getting Hobson’s out for more 
than one issue. I did appreciate the freebie, you sent of 
issue one (even though I was a slug and didn’t send a LoC 
at the time, and I am curious about the life and trials of a 
desktop-magazine publisher. I also enjoy your tidbits of 
life-with-rugrats, something that (obviously) is outside my 
immediate experience. I did spend Christmas with my 
friends Dan and Léo and their two kids, Sarah (8) and Ben 
(6), who are a delight. Unfortunately, perhaps from being 
in proximity to kids, I spent most of the vacation in bed 
with the flu! 

Religious discussions with people who already have 
decided they have all the answers can tend to get very 
frustrating. When they are family members, it’s time to 
duck! 

About Jesuit philosophy... well, let’s see. There are 
several characteristics of Jesuit spirituality. One is the 
ideal of living “in the world, but not of it”, which has 
certain connections with Zen but some important 
differences, too. Unlike most Buddhism or many 
fundamentalist groups, Jesuits are very “world- 
affirming”—the universe is God’s creation, and good, 
something to be embraced and enjoyed. We aren’t hermits 
who “reject the world” to live in a desert. We don’t fall 
into the “spiritual, good; material, bad” syndrome. This 
has interesting implications for the Jesuit/scientist (like 
Teihard de Chardin). 


Gabe and Audrey: Interesting comments about Cliff's 
book. It has certainly not been an unblemished experience 
for Cliff. For instance, it is a love story with a happy 
ending, except that even before the book hit the stands the 
marriage was in big trouble (and has since ended). For 
another, he now finds that any computer he is known to 
use becomes a target for people who want to “show him 
up.” Makes him a real popular employee, as you can 
guess. Finally, it is tough being a public person. He 
always referred to the “Cliff character” while he was 
writing the book, since it was clear that the real Cliff was 
never to be confused with the character in the book... but 
it ain't easy. 


Steve: Welcome. I now know infinitely more about 
steel drums than I used to! 


Galileo as Scientist: Myth and Reality 
Guy Consolmagno SJ 
Wed, Dec 18, 1991 


I. Introduction: The Myth of Galileo the Scientist 

A popular image of Galilco as a scicntist is that he represented a sharp break 
from tradition; that he stood alone against a hostile world of medicval scicnce 
mired in Aristotclianism; and that his invention and use of the scientific method 
revolutionized western thought. For instance, Stillman Drake has written, “The 
truly influcntial and pervasive aspects of modern scicnee are not its facts at all, 
but rather its method of inquiry and ils critcrion of truth. ...thosc are preciscly the 
things whose introduction created modern science. They were...first made clear 
in the wrilings of Galilco...”! And in his foreword to the Dialog Concerning 
the Two Chief World Systems, Albert Einstein refers to “the paralysis of mind 
brought about by the rigid authoritarian tradition of the Dark Ages” 2 which 
was broken by Galilco, and a “naive picture of the earth as a flat disc, combined 
with obscure ideas about star-filled space and the motions of the celestial bodics, 
prevalent in the carly Middlc Ages...”9 which Galileo countered when he 
overcame the “barren, primilive mentality...a petrificd and barren system of 
idcas..."4 supposcdly prevalent in Europe at the time. 

Albert Einstcin, for all his greatness, was obviously no historian of science. 
We quote him here to represent, rather, a common view of the non-specialist. 
The fact is, of course, that Galilco’s work fit into a long-developing trend in 
scientific thought. To view him as a loncly revolutionary of scicnce docs 
violence to the facts, and insults the work of the medicval and Renaissance 
scicnlific community. It also misses the point of Galilco’s truc significance. 
Galilco’s achievement lay in bringing the fruits of a long-developing tradition of 
science to the attention of the non-scientific world. His method and world views 


'Drake, Stillman (1957) Discoveries and Opinions of Galileo New York: Anchor Books, p. 
3. 


Einstein, Albert, Foreword to Galileo, G. , Dialogue Concerning the Two Chief World 
Systems—Ptolemaic & Copernican (tr. Stillman Drake, 1953), second edition (1967), 
Berkeley: University of California Press. p. vii. 

3 ibid 

4 Ibid. , p. xi. 


do not contrast with the other scientists’ nearly as dramatically as they do with 
the non-scientists’ cosmology of the age, a world vicw of pervasive importance 
to the whole culture. 

To demonstrate that Galilco was clearly a man of his time and tradition, we 
will first briefly describe the development of scicnce from the middle ages, 
Showing that its goals, techniques, and observations were not all that different 
from Galilco’s. We will compare Galileo’s writings with that of a contemporary 
scicntist, William Gilbert, emphasizing the similaritics in both their attitudes 
towards Aristotle and their approach to scientific problems. Both Galileo and 
Gilbert uscd experiment, observations of nature, and mathematics. Gilbert's 
work was published in 1600, before Galilco’s books, and Galileo was well aware 
of them; indeed he comments on them, favorably, in his popular writings. 

And we will examine Galilco’s writings themsclves, to demonstrate that he 
himself often failed to carry through on his own insights into scientific principles 
and the scientific method. By contrast, we will argue that Galilco’s greatest 
advance was nol in his science, but in his understanding of how his science 
allected the world vicw of his culture: This was the very causc of his troubles 
with his Peripatetic adversarics, and with the Church. And it is the source of his 
famc today. 


I. The Setting of Galileo as Scientist 

To understand the how scicnce had developed, Icading up to Galilco, we 
will rely on A. C. Crombic’s pioncering history, Augustine to Galileo, Volume 
Iwo: Science in the Later Middle Ages and Early Modern Times. Sctting the 
scence, Crombic notes that: 


Concerning the question of the purpose and nature of science, two medieval 
contributions may be singled out. The first is the idea, first explicitly 
expresscd in the 13th century, that the purpose of science was to gain powcr 
over nature uscful to man. The second is the idea insisted on by the 
theologians, that neither God’s action nor man’s speculation could be 
constrained within any particular system of scientific or philosophical 
thought. ... [T]he effect of this idea on natural science was to bring out the 
relativity of all scientific theories and the fact that they might be replaced by 
others more successful in fulfilling the requirements of the rational and 
experimental methods. 


Thus the experimental and mathematical methods were a growth, 
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At the last possible 
second... 


Gabe & Audrey Helou e 2691 Roundtree Drive « Troy, Michigan 48083 
Voice: (313) 524-3298 e Data: (313) 524-9024 


Computer Geeks R Us 


Here it is, February already. 
Gabe and I have been quite busy 
since Christmas & New Years. 
Last December we started receiv- 
ing USENET feeds, and in 
January we expanded from only 
the alt. groups to carrying a (rather 
large) number of the rec., comp. 
and sci. groups. The result is that 
the hard disk is now overly stuffed 
and we frequently have times 
where there are zero bytes free. 
So, lots of Gabe’s time is spent 
culling through the files, looking 
for things to remove to have room 
to let the news unpack. 


Also, we have been dealing 
with various computer problems. 
For instance, we had a power 
glitch not that long ago that 
caused the computer to completely 
loose it’s memory — and about 
two weeks of Gabe’s work on reor- 
ganizing the hard disk, writing 
some new programs to help run 
the BBS, and generally improving 
the system. Recovering from that 
was not pleasant, but it did result 
in us obtaining a tape backup sys- 
tem. I was furious when the 
system crashed and I learned that 
he hadn’t backed it up prior to op- 
timizing it — and it was during 
the optimization that the power 
went out and we lost everything. 
He figured it would only take 
about 20 minutes to run the pro- 


gram and the odds of the power 
going out were low enough not to 
warrant a 3-4 hour session of disk- 
swapping to back up the system. 
Unfortunately, the power did go 
out. 


The tape drive is quite nice — 
just put in a tape, tell it when to 
schedule backing up, and go 
away. So now that isn’t as much 
of aconcern. While we were add- 
ing the tape-drive, we also 
replaced the 286 motherboard 
with a 386SX. So it is also run- 
ning quite a bit faster. 


We tried running DR DOS 
version 6.0, but after weeks of 
Strange things happening and ap- 
parent bugs and/or conflicts with 
some of our programs, we dein- 
Stalled it and reverted to MS DOS. 
We also stopped using SuperStore 
(DR DOS’s version of 
STACKER) which had the per- 
verse effect of freeing up more 
disk space. It turns out that com- 
pressing small files (like those 
found on USENET) actually takes 
up more space than not compress- 
ing them. And now the system 
runs faster, since it no longer has 
to decompress things on the fly. 


Gabe and Bob Trembley 
have started working on getting 
Waffle (the BBS software) to run 
under windows. Long term this 
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will be an improvement, as the 
BBS will not have to go off-line 
for long periods of time while it 
unpacks it’s mail or does it’s auto- 
matic maintenance, or while Gabe 
is working on it. Short term, how- 
ever, it is a pain, because things 
still need to be configured and 
tested, and this means that the sys- 
tem needs to be checked rather 
frequently to make sure it hasn’t 
hung. So, right now when we 
aren’t home to check the system, 
it runs directly from DOS, but 
when we are home and able to 
deal with it, we try running under 
Windows. 


Meanwhile, I have gone from 
reading library books to reading 
USENET, which is taking its toll. 
My reading time shot up to a 
steady 4-6 hours a day, and with 
that I can barely get through the 
groups I’m following (and it 
doesn’t help that I’m reading 
alt.folklore and that has one of the 
highest amount of traffic of all of 
the net). Sometimes I feel like 
I’m learning something (and some- 
times I am), but often I feel like 
I’ve just got to learn how to do 
without sleep, because there isn’t 
enough time during the day to 
work, clean the house, see Gabe 
and read all the things I want to. 


And, of course, I’ve been 
dealing with computer problems 


of my own. At work and at home 
I’ve been running Ventura Publish- 
er 4.0. At home it has been much 
easier to configure, since the only 
odd-ball thing I have is my 
XEROX full-page monitor. I had 
a few problems getting the new 
version to recognize it (which is 
undoubtedly the fault of the sim- 
ply lousy drivers that were _ 
provided with it), but eventually 
Bob Trembley and I got it worked 
out. So at home I am pretty much 
at set. 


Work, however, is another 
story. At home I have a 386, so 
everything runs at an acceptable 
speed and the hardware is up to 
the task. At work I am using a 
very old 286 (so old that the BIOS 
doesn’t believe in 1.44 MB 3.5" 
disks!). Even though the system 
has 4 MB of RAM, I couldn’t get 
Windows to run in anything other 
than real mode. It took two days 
to figure out to how reconfigure 
the memory from Expanded to Ex- 
tended (or the other way around). 
Then, getting Ventura installed 
was a pain, since I didn’t have 
enough free disk space. Fixing 
that took a day and a half, and my 
solution was not a permanent one. 
I zipped up TEX, which means 
that the next time someone tries to 
run TEX it won’t. And then I’ll 
have to find a new solution to my 
lack of disk space. 


Once I got Windows running 
under Standard Mode, and Ven- 
tura coming up under that, I 
mistakenly thought my problems 
were over. I began testing the soft- 
ware with our files, knowing that 
once Ventura 4.0 wrote to an older 
file, the format of the .chp file 
would change and versions 2.0 
and 3.0 would no longer recognize 
it as a Ventura chapter. So, I have 
been careful to only work with 


files I know are backed up under 
the previous versions. Well, the 
first day everything went great. 
The second day things went great 
— up until I tried to print the stuff 
I'd been working on. I could print 
only the first and second or the 
last and penultimate pages of any 
document (and no others). Saying 
“print current page” would do 
nothing unless I was on one of the 
above four pages. Talk about frus- 
trating! I knew the printer was 
correctly set up (after all, it would 
print something). I then preceded 
to spend the remaining part of the 
day, and most of the next, looking 
through the help files, reading the 
Ventura and Windows manuals, 
and trying various settings. Even- 
tually I ended up switching from 
hardware handling to software 
handling and fixed the problem — 
but I still don’t know exactly why 
that setting works. (I know the 
words/commands, but I don’t 
know what they mean.) 


It was at this point, when I 
thought everything had been 
worked out, when I discovered a 
few more things that aren’t quite 
right. First of all, at work I have a 
landscape, full page Moniterm 
monitor. The view has always 
been crisp, clear and big enough. 
Now the view of a page is smaller, 
and not everything draws on the 
screen. For instance, if I draw a ta- 
ble, the ruling lines around it may, 
or more likely, may not draw on 
the screen. The same holds true of 
any kind of shading for graphics. 
Naturally, when I’m working with 
boxes within boxes (none of 
which I can see), this becomes tire- 
some. I called Ventura’s technical 
support, and they told me that this 
is was a problem with the Monit- 
erm drivers, and that Moniterm is 
in Chapter 11. Considering that 
the drivers for the software were 


SOs 


only 3 days old when I got them, I 
don’t think they’1l be in a big 
hurry — or be in a position — to 
fix them any time soon. 


Tax Season & 
More Hardware 
Problems 


_ In past years we’ve used both 
TurboTax and Andrew Tobbais’s 
TaxCut to do our taxes on the com- 
puter. It seems to work better than 
doing it by hand, and I don’t have 
to go hunting all over creation for 
all the forms we need. 


Last year we used TaxCut, 
and I still haven’t forgiven or for- 
gotten the way it bounces users 
from screen to screen, insisting 
that they fill out all kinds of weird 
forms, just because the program 
thinks they might possibly need 
to. So, this year we started off 
with TurboTax, and it worked 
pretty well. 


I had a bit of a hard time fig- 
uring out how to change forms 
(say from form 1040 to 8086), but 
that wasn’t really all that tough 
and I didn’t even refer to the man- 
ual. But when it came time to 
print...hoo boy! I don’t have a 
printer hooked up directly to my 
machine, so I figured I’d just tell 
the program to print to disk, take 
the file to another machine and 
copy the file to the printer. I 
should have known it wouldn’t be 
so simple. First I tried to use a 
Hewlett-Packard LaserJet II. 
Well, the machine with the printer 
couldn’t read the floppy since the 
machine it was written with uses a 
high density drive, and the other 
computer can only read low (this 
was using a 340K disk, and it 
made no difference which ma- 
chine formatted the disk). So, I 


gave up trying to use the LaserJet. 
Next in line was an Epson LQ-510 
dot matrix printer on a machine 
with a 3.5" floppy drive. So I cop- 
ied the file to a 3.5" disk and went 
at it. The Epson did a fairly good 
job, except that page two of the 
IRS 1040 starts to low and prints 
the bottom 1 1/2 inches on page 3, 
and Os and 8s look almost identi- 
cal. And, it is very slow. Well, 
after going through all of that I re- 
ally don’t feel like trying to use 
yet another printer, so I think 
we'll declare it good enough to 
send, and hope that the IRS agrees! 


Feminist Science? 


As I think I wrote in a prior 
issue, I read Fallen Angels (by 
Larry Niven, Jerry Pournelle, and 
Michael Flynn), which I thor- 
oughly enjoyed. Although I think 
fen would respond favorably and 
as creatively to the situations de- 
scribed in the book, some things 
that I have recently come across in 
sci.skeptic have reminded me of 


Fallen Angels a little too well. 


To give a quick recap of the 
book, the earth is in the midst of 
another ice age, brought on by a 
response to pollution. The Green 
way of thinking becomes the only 
politically correct, and socially ac- 
ceptable way to think. Scientific 
thought becomes dangerous to 
both one’s health and career. A 
manned space station exists in or- 
bit, however, the people onboard 
are regarded as traitors who are re- 
sponsible for the sorry state the 
earth is in. Into this fearsome en- 
vironment come two of these 
astronauts who have crash-landed 
during a mission to atmospheric 
levels. Fandom joins together to 
find them and keep them from be- 
ing captured by the government 


and attempt to return them to 
space. | 


My two favorite quotes from 
Fallen Angels are: 


“Ice is crystal and crystals 
focus the life power. Yes, 
yes, I know people have 
frozen on the Ice in spite of 
that; but all sickness comes 
from negative thinking. 
One must be open to the 
life-affirming powers of the 
crystal.” 


and 


“He said that the alleged 
objectivity of materialist 
science was an invention of 
heterosexual, white males, 
so we shouldn’t use that as 
a basis for judgement.” 


Both quotes give a quick look 
at the level of regard shown for 
scientific thought (in Fallen An- 
gels). 


Well, this kind of thinking is 
fairly common, if what I’ve been 
seeing on USENET is any indica- 
tion. On sci.skeptic we’ve 
recently had someone claiming 
that firewalking cannot be ex- 
plained by science and has some 
mystical properties that cannot be 
measured (which reminds me far 
too much of “crystal powers’’) and 
we've had what looks to be the be- 
ginnings of a long thread on 
Feminist Science. 


I am going to quote from four 
posts on Feminist Science, and ex- 
tensively from the ones by 
Michael Tobis and Brian Siano, 
because I think they do a much 
better job of explaining what is go- 
ing on than I can do. I apologize 
for the length, but I think you will 


find them interesting as well as 
educational. 


sheaffer@netcom.COM 


(Robert Sheaffer) asks: 


Could anyone enlighten me 
as to what “‘feminist 
physics” or “feminist 
astronomy”’ might be? Is it 
supposed to be a scientific 
movement? A political 
one? Can non-feminists do 
feminist science? Can 
feminists do non-feminist 
science? 


Michael Tobis then follows 


with: 


Feminists can (and do) do 
real science. Feminist 
science is the feminist 
version of afrocentric 
science - rewriting science 
to conform to feminist 
theory. The first clue 
should be that many of their 
prominent advocates 
denounce logic as a tool of 
the patriarchy. 


... Some very excellent 
scientists describe 
themselves as feminists, of 
this I have no doubt. Also, 
it is a serious mistake to 
minimize or deny the 
disincentives to girls and 
younger women to 
seriously study math and 
science, nor to deny the 
presence of blatantly sexist 
older men in the institutions 
governing science and 
engineering who tend to 
ignore or deny the 
capacities of women 
scientists. 


That said, and as much as I 
hate to support the National 
Review, no bastion of 


objectivity itself, a criticism 
of “feminist science” is 
quite distinct from a 
Criticism of scientists who 
are feminists. “Feminist 
science” is a demand of the 
radical feminist branch of 
academic “theory” (I use 
the word loosely) who think 
the accomplishments of 
western Civilization are so 
trivial compared to the 
flaws of it that western 
civilization should only be 
considered as the principal 
origin of evil in the world 
(unfortunately, the right 
wing is NOT exaggerating 
the position, although they 
may be exaggerating the 
extent of its influence, I’m 
not sure) Now they propose 
to attack science, and 
seeing that “patriarchal” 
science uses objectivity as 
its first line of defense, 
many radical feminist 
academics choose to attack 
the concept of objectivity 
itself. 


They claim that since 
perfect objectivity is 
impossible (reasonable 
enough premise) that we 
should forget about it, and 
try to find politically 
“progressive” positions for 
ALL sciences, including 
physics, chemistry, and 
astronomy. 


...A Specific denunciation 
of symbolic logic is 


Words of Power: A 


Feminist Readiie ind 
History of Logic, Andrea 
Nye, Routledge Press, 1990. 


A more general 
condemnation of 
“patriarchal” science is 


Knowledge?, Sandra 
Harding, Cornell U. Press, 
1991, 


There is a specific call for 
“feminist physics” on p. 56, 
and an extension of the 
argument to astronomy and 
chemistry on p. 81. 


Each of these books have 
extensive bibliographies, if 
you are looking for more of 
the same. The sociology 
journals are full of this stuff. 


It’s this material that 
prompted me to start the 
related thread, “sociology 
vs. science” in this group. I 
first got worried about this 
subject when a good, 
decent, intelligent, pleasant, 
well-read woman who 
considers herself a 
“deconstructionist” rolled 
her eyes when I attempted 
to explain the second law of 
thermodynamics, and called 
it “a myth, as good as any 
other myth”, saying “‘oh, 
you Scientists are so 
attached to your dogma...” 
(She is not a specialist in 
sociology or philosophy of 
science, she was just 
agreeing with the 
post-modern synthesis. 
These ideas are becoming 
fairly widespread.) 


(Brian ’Rev P-K’ Siano) 


writes: 


So let’s keep this 

distinction in mind; 
criticizing the institutions of 
science doesn’t discredit the 


method, and criticisms of 
the method shouldn’t rest 
upon criticisms of the 
institutions. Geez, that’s 
profound, isn’t it? 


The problem is that the 
people who disturb me (and 
probably the people who 
disturb Michael) do not 
themselves make a clear 
distinction between the two. 
To them, science as a social 
construct is all that there is. 
The laws of 
thermodynamics to them 
are indeed as arbitrary as 
the rule that says you 
should stick your pinky out 
when drinking tea. Only a 
fairly rough perusal of the 
sources that have been 
given should suffice to 
show that a substantial 
number of people in the 
academic community 
really, truly, honestly, 
seriously view the world 
this way. 


A more complete version of 
the Second Law | 
deconstruction goes 
something like this. The 
Second Law was developed 
in the historical context of 
the Industrial Revolution to 
relate to steam engines. 
Steam engines, of course, 
are instruments of power, 
and therefore instruments 
of the oppression of the 
Industrial Revolution. 

They are large and 
expensive, which of course 
concentrates their power in 
the hands of the wealthy 
oppressors, which are of 
course White Males. They 
require enormous amounts 
of fuel, most of which is 
mined by workers who are 


forced to work under 
unspeakably degrading 
conditions. The Second 
Law and the Carnot 
efficiency limit were 
invented, therefore, to 
enforce and provide a 
justification for these 
oppressive conditions. 
Without the Camot limit, of 
course, ordinary people 
could themselves wield the 
power of the steam engine 
in small, easy-to-use 
packages that require very 
little fuel. It was to prevent 
this empowerment of the 
People that the laws of 
thermodynamics were 
invented. 


If you think that my 
summary is a Caricature 
solely intended to discredit 
deconstructionists, and that 
nobody with academic 
standing really believes 
anything like this, go 
though some of the books 
that have been listed. 


This is indeed a good 
summary of the beliefs that 
are proposed in the name of 
“socially progressive 
science”, but you will have 
a hard time finding such 
beliefs expressed by them 
in such a succinct and 
transparently refutable way. 
In fact, nothing so specific 
as a particular result is 
deconstructed. 


While scientists develop 
skill in reason, it seems, 
others less inclined in that 
direction develop skills in 
obfuscation. Take the 
following paragraph in 


Knowledge? by Sandra 
Harding. 


Even though there are no 
complete, whole humans 
visible as overt objects of 
study in astronomy, 
physics, and chemistry, one 
cannot assume that no 
social values, no human 
hopes and aspirations, are 
present in human thought 
about nature. 
Consequently, feminism 
can have important points 
to make about how gender 
relations have shaped the 
origins, the problematics, 
the decisions about what to 
count as evidence, social 
meanings of nature and 
inquiry, and consequences 
of scientific activity. In 
short, we could begin to 
understand better how 
social projects can shape 
the results of research in 
the natural sciences if we 
gave up the false belief that 
because of their nonhuman 
subject matter the natural 
sclences can produce 
impartial, disinterested, 
value-neutral accounts of a 
nature completely separate 
from human history. 


Hmmm. A little unusual, 
perhaps, but is it really so 
wrong-headed? 


Shall we deconstruct this? 
What’s good for the gander, 
after all... 


Even though there are no 
complete, whole humans 
visible as overt objects of 
study in astronomy, 
physics, and chemistry, one 
cannot assume that no 
social values, no human 


hopes and aspirations, are 
present in human thought 
about nature. 


It is impossible to prove 
that no errors have been 
made in the physical 
sciences which were 
motivated by socially 
formed concerns of the 
participants. 


OK, fair enough. Shall we 
discuss how significant 
these errors are, and how 
they tend to be eliminated 
by objective evaluation 
procedures? Read on. 


Consequently, feminism 
can have important points 
to make about how gender 
relations 


OK, now we assume that 
since we can’t prove that 
science has never made 
social errors, the physical 
sciences MUST have made 
such errors, and since 
gender is so important to 
our social existence, it must 
be central to these errors. 
Right? 


have shaped the origins, 
the problematics, 


Hmmm. It’s true that there 
haven’t been a lot of female 
scientists, and that sexual 
stereotyping has certainly 
affected this. But the 
origins of the problems? 
Just what would “‘feminist”’ 
chemistry propose as a 
problem anyway? 


Specifics are never offered, 
merely the certainty that 
there would be different 
problems. After all, there 
have been significant inputs 


into psychology and 
anthropology from 
feminists. Surely chemistry 
is no different! 


the decisions about what to 
count as evidence, 


I don’t know about you, I 
find no excuse for this 
nugget myself! 


social meanings of nature 
and inquiry, and 
consequences of scientific 
activity. 


Now there is certainly 
much to argue on these 
points. However, there is no 
perception here that these 
points, while related to 
science, are not in 
themselves science. 


In short, we could begin to 
understand better how 
social projects can shape 
the results of research in 
the natural sciences 


OK, in the first sentence it 
was a hypothesis. Two 
sentences later it’s a fact. 
The RESULTS of science 
ARE shaped by social 
pressures. This is the type 
of proof by innuendo you 
will find in this material. 


if we gave up the false belief 


FALSE belief. Well, since 
evidence and reason are of 
no use in determining the 
truth or falsity of statement, 
perhaps I have to accept 
this as true. There’s no 
point in bringing up any 
counterevidence, is there? 
Anyway, there’s quite a 
FEW beliefs, rather than 
one, so let’s consider them 
individually: 


that because of their 
nonhuman subject matter 
the natural sciences can 
produce impartial, 
disinterested, value-neutral 
accounts of a nature 
completely separate from 
human history. 


impartial: 


No mention of objective 
tests, replicability, objective 
measurements, hypotheses, 
predictions and 
verifications. 


disinterested: 


Well, this is a straw person. 
(;-) No one ever claimed 
that scientists were 
disinterested in the success 
or failure of their own 
theories. 


value neutral: 


Undefined, and pretty 
vague as far as I can tell. 
The implication, I guess, is 
that all interpretations of 
nature carry a political 
program, so you might as 
well be up front about it. 
That’s the best I can figure 
it. 


completely separate from 
human history: 


Of course scientific theory 
is Closely tied to its history. 
That’s why so much 
attention is paid to who 
discovered what and under 
what circumstances. 
Galileo isn’t counting his 
Citations any more. 


Of course, since one would 
be a fool to claim 


that because of their 
nonhuman subject matter 
the natural sciences can 
produce impartial, 
disinterested, value-neutral 
accounts of a nature 
completely separate from 
human history 


(since the disinterested and 
separate from history 
hypotheses are easily 
disproven) it follows that 
science is not (impartial) 
AND (disinterested) AND 
(value-neutral) AND 
(separate from history) . 


Does this prove that science 
is not Gmpartial) OR 
(disinterested) OR 
(value-neutral) OR © 
(separate from history) ? 


I guess it depends who 
taught you how to think. 


Now I’ve just spent a half 
hour on one paragraph. The 
book contains a few 
thousand paragraphs of like 
coherence and clarity, and 
there are many similar 
books to choose from. 
Since those of us who know 
better don’t have the time to 
pick apart every paragraph 
in detail, and since they 
SOUND reasonable if read 
quickly, many people will 
go on believing that science 
is socially constructed. I 
think these ideas are pretty 
dangerous, myself. 


sheaffer@netcom.com 


(Robert Sheaffer) writes: 


I don’t have the reference at 
hand right now, but I have 
seen a quote from a 
“feminist science” text 
complaining that Newton’s 


“Principia” is, in effect, a 
“rape manual” for Mother 
Nature, reflecting the male 
viewpoint that Nature is to 
be scrutinized, manipulated, 
used to one’s advantage, 
etc. etc. And that’s just 
*one* statement, there are 
plenty more like it. 


Well, after reading all of this 
(and there’s lots more like it on 
sci.skeptic), you can see why it re- 
minds me of the political climate 
in Fallen Angels. And I don’t 
even have the luxury of telling my- 
self that it’s only fiction so I 
shouldn’t worry about it. 


The sad thing is that I think a 
lot of people don’t have the back- 
ground to be able to appreciate 
what comprises “scientific 
thought.” My own background 
didn’t prepare me for this. I have 
had very little real science (I am 
not among those who consider 
Psychology to be a true science) 
since Junior High School! A\- 
though I am quite well read, I 
don’t read many books that in- 
volve scientific theory. If it 
weren't for a graduate class in 
History and Systems of Psychol- 
ogy (which traced the beginnings 
of psychology from the early 
Greek philosophers to modern 
times, and dealt very heavily with 
scientific thought and how things 
can be known and/or discovered), 
I don’t think I’d have the neces- 
sary framework for a critical 
analysis and discussion of “‘femi- 
nist science.” 


I think this topic ties in nicely 
with recent press-bashings of 
American workers and the so- 
called "future" of the American 
economy in the service industry. 


Gabe told me that he heard some- 
one say that Americans have gone 
from building cars for other peo- 
ple to driving those cars. I fear 
this is true, and I don’t think it 
speaks well for the American people. 


Recently, I had a chat with 
one of the engineers who also 
works for EMRC. He is from In- 
dia, but his children were born 
here. He was lamenting the fact 
that his children don’t think he 
knows anything about what it 
takes to succeed (despite a Ph.D.). 
Dr. Kabir tells me that although 
his kids aren’t getting the best 
grades, they have wonderful self- 
esteem. Much better then he had 
at their age. But he is afraid that 
their self-confidence will end up 
hurting them because his kids 
don’t feel like there is a lot of stuff 
they need to learn. They are per- 
fect the way there are, so why 
bother? 


Another thing he mentioned 
was that in India, learning is very 
much memorization of facts and 
figures. Here, his children are 
taught to reason out answers. But 
what he sees are a bunch of chil- 
dren "who can reason but whose 
database is empty." They have the 
skills to find answers, but they do 
not have the facts and figures that 
will prove or disprove their reason- 
ing. 


A Few Words 
Before #77 is Put 
to Bed 


Everyone — Sorry it took so 
long to get this issue out. Be- 
tween computer problems and 
taxes, I’ve been pulling my hair 
out. With some luck next issue 
will go out on time. I promise to 
give it my best shot... 


Everyone, Again — Susan- 
nah West and Dave Powell have 
included an issue of Hobson’s 
Choice with their zine with the 
hope that they will receive critical 
reviews Of it. 


Guy C — you did an excel- 
lent job putting you contribution 
together. By wrapping every 
other segment, telling how much 
of the stack is one complete article 
will be a breeze. Thanks! This is 
the best method I’ve seen yet for 
preparing a contribution. 


Bill Higgins — I saw your 
post in alt.folklore.computers con- 
ceming the ““Three-inch 
algorithm.” Pretty funny! I could 
almost hear you tell it. 


Bob & Connie — What’s for 
dinner? When are you going to 
write something? (Nag, nag, nag.) 


THX (er, I mean, Scott) we'll 
see you and your lovely wife on 
the first of the month. Sorry you 
had to wait so long for a review of 
your work, but hopefully the wait 
was worth it. (I always read your 
stuff and usually like it, but I don't 
have much else constructive to 
say. Except keep writing, of 
course!) 


Valli & Joa — Hope to see 
both of you real soon. How about 
stopping by next time you come to 
Michigan to pick up your mail? 


Last and Least... 


On the reverse of this page 
you will find an article which I 
have been meaning to include 
with my zine for the longest time. 
I’ve been saving it since last Octo- 
ber , when to keep it safe, I put it 
in my desk. You know what they 
say — out of sight is out of mind... 
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- Cartomaniac has a th: 


By THOMAS SWICK 
Fort Lauderdale Sun-Sentinel 

There’s been a lot of talk these jaye 
about the map business — how cartog- 
raphers are having to revise their 


maps, how they have to check the . 


paper each morning before starting to 
work. 


New countries are sprouting, ala 
_ Cities are changing names, borders are. 
“ee disappearing here and emerging there. _ 
. © Even] felt a small twinge of excite-_ 
ment a few weeks ago when, writing ~ 
~<- out a map order for. the ‘graphics 5 
~~ department, I deleted Leningrad and 
_ typed in:St. Petersburg. It was like - 
_ bringing a city back from the dead: ~ 
__. With all the cartographic confusion - 
— in the air,:1 decided to give Siegfried. 
Feller a call... ‘ 
Feller is not a cartographer but a 
er cartomaniac, which is to say he’s mad 
_.. about maps. About five years ago he _ 
-.. channeled his enthusiasm into a news-. 
letter called, appropriately, Catto 
a mania. ~~ also had interviewed, for an upcoming _ 
ae Ee Tt started he. says, with, a few issue, Oliver. Williams, ‘the artist who ~ 
* P triends, “all. of us senior citizens, or 
-. Close to it.” ‘Tt S grown to270 subscri ‘ 


ae: Ac copy Fok the special ibiary issue 
= its, way onto my desk, Printed: 
os tightly. on: nine: eae pages Sere 


imc 


; national situation?” I asked. _ | 
* =:“Oh, that doesn’t faze me, a ' he aid : 
2 calmly. “Cartographers. have had th 


~ can nations separated from their col 
oe nial tulers. It’s nothing new. © F 

» “And,” he continued, “what ois ~ 
‘oy no means scholarly, It’s for hobby- those: Some people, he said, collect | 
~ ists and collectors, ‘most of whom are 
not that interested i in new maps any- 


. way. 


maps me graphs, a rer report, 
member news, reviews and announce- 
ments. There was a personal note 
from the editor, signed: ‘‘Cartomania- 
cally yours, Siegfried Feller.” 

I reached Feller at his home in 
Pelham, Mass. (The masthead of Car- 
tomania carries a simplified map of 


Massachusetts, in which the only par 


identified is Pelham.) -. 


same problems before, when the Afri- 


” 


Feller hadj just come eid Gon New oe 
York. City, where. he purchased. 71... 
maps at the Pageant Bookstore. He =. 
~~ ets — somebody had a book with amap 
printed inside the jacket — ~ ON SAUCeTS, | 


_ book covers. _ | 
~ “Often” you ll go to ‘restaurants : 


about maps 


have an excellent map section? 


Feller’s collection is not confined to’ 


the traditional fold-up maps, or even 
the decorative, antique maps that 
sometimes feature human faces with 
expanded cheeks portraying winds — 
though, of course, Feller has his share 
of those. — 

~ He also has about 7,000 praia 


ae : _ with maps, more than 80 of them maps 
So what do you think of the int ~ . of Cape Cod. He has a collection of 


ee maps on postage. stamps, And match- |, | 


where they give away matches that | 


carry a small diagram of their loca- 


tion.”. He has more’ than: 1,000 of 


ashtrays in the shape of states. “It gets _ 


to be pretty frivolous,” whe’ said. How 
__ frivolous, you ask?) 8 Ne 


- “At our last pecan? Z Feller said, 
“we had about 130 slides of maps in 
different formats..Maps on book jack- 


on cups, on coffee mugs.” 


[Ror copie ‘of Coviomibnias write to | 


é 


